Intu^raitg  of  JPittsbitrgli 

Darlington 'Memorial  Library 

011380. jr..S>..?>.'?*^. 

look 


w- 


''i<mm. 


-f 


PON TEACH 


OR    T  PI  E 


Savages  of  America. 


TRAGEDY 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  the  Author  ;   and  Sold  by  J.  Mill  an, 
oppofite  the  Admiralty^  Whitehall. 


M.DCC.LXVI. 
[     Price    2  ?.  61.     ] 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

PoNTEACH,  Indian  Emperor  on  the  great  Lakes, 

^""■"•'""^'^"'-js«../Ponteach. 

KITAN,       -  3 

Tenesco,     -     -     Mischief  Counfellor  and  Generalijfimo. 

ASTINACO,       -       1 

ST^^  Bear,      -      >\nda?inKings'whojoinwith'^on\.€2iQh» 
The  Wolf,      -    J 

Tor  AX  and  M-O-lSon   and    Daughter   to   Hendrick, 

NELiA     -         3     Emperor  of  the  Mo\\a.vjks. 
Indian     -     -     -     Conjuror. 
French    -     -    -    Prief}. 

Sharp,     ~    '      ") 

Gripe,     -    -      > Three  English  Governors. 

Catchuim,     -     J 

Colonel  CocKVM  jlComjmnders  at  a  Garrifon  in  Von- 

Captain  Frisk,    3      teach'j  Country. 

M'DoLE   and      \f^olnd\^n  Traders. 

MURPHEY,       -       3 

Orsbourn,     J  ° 

Mrs.  HoNNYMAN,  Wife  to  Honnyma-n  the  Hunter. 

JVarriorSj   MeJfengerSy  &c. 


%^    - 


P  O  N  T  E  A  CH: 

O  R    T  H  E 

Savages  of  America. 

r— ' — -^—     — — ^— — ^ 

A     C     T      I. 

SCENE        I. 

Jn  Indian  Trading  Houfe. 

Enter  M'Dole  and  Murphey,  Two  Indian  Traders^, 
and  their >  Servants: 


M-Bole'. 

SO,  Murphey,  you  are  come  to  try  your  Fortune 
Among  the  Savages  in  this  wild  Defart  ? 
Murphey.    Ay,  any  Thing  to  .get  an  honeft 

[Living, 
Which  'faith  I  find  it  hard  enough  to  do  -, 
Times  are  fo  dull,  and  Traders  are  fo  plenty, 
That  Gains  are  fmall,  and  Profits  come  but  flow, 

A  3  M'Dole, 


4  P   O  N  T   E    A   C   H  : 

?A''Dul(i  Are  you  experienc'd  in  this  kind  of  Trade? 
Know  you  the  Principles  by  which  it  profpers, 
And  how  to  make  it  lucrative  and  fafe  ? 
If  not,  you're  like  a  Ship  without  a.  Rudder, 
That  drives  at  random,  and  muft  furely  fink. 

Murphey.  Pm  unacquainted  with  your  Indian  Com- 

[merce. 
And  gladly  would  I  learn  the  Arts  from  you, 
Who're  old,  and  praftis'd  in  them  many  Years. 
M'Dole.    That    is   the    curd    Misfortune   of  our 
Traders, 
A  thoufand  Fools  attempt  to  live  this  Way, 
Who'  might  as  well  turn  Minifters  of  State. 
But,  as  you  are  a  Friend,  I  will  inform  you 
Of  all  the  fecret  Arts  by  which  we  thrive. 
Which  if  all  pradlis'd,  we  might  all  grow  rich. 
Nor  circumvent  each  other  in  our  Gains. 
What  have  you  got  to  part  with  to  the  Indians  ?^ 
Murphey.  Fve  Rum  and  Blankets,  Wampum,  Pow- 
[der.  Bells, 
And  fuch-like  Trifles  as  they're  wont  to  prize. 

MDok.  'Tis  very  well  :  your  Articles  are  g0Q<4  : 
But  now  the  Thing's  to  make  a  Profit  ftorrv  them, 
Wonh  all  your  Toil  and  Pains  of  coming  hither. 
Our  fundamental  Maxim  then  is  this. 
That  it's  no  Crime  to  cheat  and  gull  an  Indian, 
Murphey.  How  I  Not  a  Sin  to  cheat  an  Indian,  fay 
yoL?  ? 
Are  they  not  Men  }  hav'nt  they  a  Right  to  Juftice 
As  well  a^  we,  though  favage  in  their  Manners  .'' 


A    T  R  A  G  E  D  Y.  ^5 

M'Dolc.  Ah  !   If  you  boggle  here,  I  fay  no  more ; 
This  is  the  very  QiiintelTencc  of  Trade, 
And  ev'ry  Hope  of  Gain  depends  upon  it  j 
None  who  negle6l  it  ever  did  grow  rich, 
•Or  ever  will,  or  can  by  Indian  Commerce. 
By  this  old  Ogden  built  his  (lately  Houfe, 
Purchas'd  Eftates,  and  grew  a  litde  King. 
He,  like  an  honeft  Man,  bought  all  by  Weight, 
And  made  the  ign'rant  Savages  believe 
That  his  Right  Foot  exa6tly  weigh'd  a  Pound : 
By  this  for  many  Years  he  bought  their  Furs, 
And  died  in  Qiiiet  like  an  honeft  Dealer. 

Murphey.  Well,  I'll  not  ftick  at  what  is  jieceflary ; 
But  his  Device  is  now  grown  old  and  ftale. 
Nor  could  I  manage  fuch  a  barefaced  Fraud. 

M-Dole.   A  thoufand  Opportunities  prefcnt 
To  take  Advantage  of  their  Ignorance  ; 
But  the  great  Engine  femploy  is  Rum, 
More  pow'rful  made  by  certain  flrength'ning  Drugs. 
This  I  diftribute  with  a  lib'ral  Hand, 
Urge  them  to  drink  till  they  grow  mad  and  valiant ; 
Which  ft)^,akes  them  think  me  generous  and  juft, 
And  gives  full  Scope  to  pradjtife  all  my  Art. 
I  then  begin  my  Trade  with  water'd  Rum, 
The  cooling  Draught  well  fuits  their  fcorchingThroats. 
Their  Fur  and  Peltry  come  in  quick  Return  : 
My  Scales  are  honeft,  but  fo  well  contriv'd. 
That  one  fmall  Slip  will  turn  Three  Founds  to  One ; 
Which  they,  poor  filly  Souls  I   ignorant  of  Weights 
And  Rules  of  Balancing,  do  not  perceive. 

A  4  But 
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But  here  they  come.-,  you'll  fee  how  I  proceed. 
Juh  is  the  Rum  prepar'd  as  I  commanded  ? 

Jack.    Yes,   Sir,  all's  ready   v;hen    you   pleafe  to 
call. 

M-Dole.  Bring  here  the  Scales  and  Weights  imme- 
diately. 
You  fee  the  Trick  is  eafy  and  conceal'd. 

[Shewing  how  tofiip  the  Scales, 

Murphey.  By  Jupiter^  it's  artfully  contriv'd  -, 
And  was  I  King,  I  fwear  I'd  knight  th'  Inventor. 
— ^oniy  mind  the  Part  that  you  will  have  to  aft. 

Tom.  Ah,  never  fear,  I'll  do  as  well  as  Jack. 
But  then,  you  know,  an  honeft  Servant's  Pains 
Deierves  Reward. 

Murphey.  O  !  I'll  take  care  of  that.  ♦. 

Enter  a  Number  of  Indians,  with  Packs  of  Fur. 

iji  Indian.  So,  what  you  trade  with  Indians  here 

to-day  ? 
M'Dole.  Yes,  if  my  Goods  will  fuit,  and  we  agree, 
2d  Indian.  'Tis  Rum  we  want,  we're  tired,  hot,  and 

thirfty. 
3J  Indian.   You,    Mr.   Englijljr/ian,  have   you  got 

Rum  ? 
M'Dole.  Jacky  bring  a  Bottle,  pour  them  each  a 

Gill. 
You  know  which  Cafic  contains  the  Rum.  The  Rum  ? 
if:  Indian.  It*s  good  ftrong  Rum,  1  feel  it  very  foon. 
M'Dole.   Give   me  a  Giafs.     Here's   Honefty   in 

Trade  ; 
We  Englifd  always  drink  before  we  ^^dX. 

'  zd  Indian. 
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2d  Indian.  Good  Way  enough  j  it  makes  one  (harp 

and  cunning. 
M'Dole.  Hand  round  another  Gill.    You're  very 

welcome. 
2d  Indian.  Some  fay  you  Englijhmen  are  fometimes 
Rogues  ; 
You  make  poor  Indians  drunk,  and  then  you  cheat. 
ifi  Indian.  No,  Englijh  good.     The  Frenchmen  give 

no  Rum. 
id  Indian.  I  think  it*s  beft  to  trade  with  Englifhmen* 
M'Dole.  What  is  your  Price  for  Beaver  Skins  fer 

Pound  ? 
jft  Indian.  How  much  you  afk  per  Quart  for  this 

ftrong  Rum  ? 
M'Dole.  Five  Pounds  of  Beaver  for  One  Qiiart  of 

Rum. 
iji  Indian.  Five  Pounds  ?  Too  much.    Which  is't 

you  call  Five  Pound  ? 
M'DoIe.  This  little  Weight.     I  cannot  give  you 

more. 
ijl  Indian.  Well,  take  'em  ;  weigh  'em.  Don't  you 

cheat  us  now. 
M^Bole.  No :  He  that  cheats  an   Indian  fhould  be 
hang'd.  [weighing  the  Packs, 

There's  Thirty  Pounds  preclfely  of  the  Whole; 
Five  times  Six  is  Thirty.    Six  Qiiarts  of  Rum. 
Jack,  meafure  it  to  them  ;  you  know  the  Calk. 
This  Rum  is  fold.    You  draw  it  off  the  befl. 

[Exeunt  Indians  to  receive  their  Rum. 
Murphey.  By  Jove^  you've  gain'd  more  in  a  fingle 
Hour 
Than  ever  I  have  done  in  Half  a  Year  : 

Curfe 
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Curfe  on  my  Honefty!   I  might  have  been 
A  little  Kifjgy  and  liv'd  without  Concern, 
Had  I  but  known  the  proper  Arts  to  thrive. 

M^DoIe.  Ay,  there's  the  Way,  my  honeft  Friend, 

to  live.  [^clapping  his  Shoulder, 

There's  Ninety  Weight  of  Sterling  Beaver  for  you. 
Worth  all  the  Rum  and  Trinkets  in  my  Store  ; 
And,  would  my  Confcience  let  me  do  the  Thing, 
I  might  enhance  my  Price,  and  leffen  theirs. 
And  raife  my  Profits  to  an  higher  Pitch. 
■Murphcy.  I  can't  but  thank  you  for  your  kind  In- 

ftrudions, 
As  from  them  I  expeft  to  reap  Advantage. 
But  Ihould  the  Dogs  deted  me  in  the  Fraud, 
They  are  malicious,  and  would  have  Revenge. 

M'Dole.  Can't  you  avoid  them  ^  Let  their  Ven^ 

geance  light 
On  others  Heads,  no  matter  whofe,  if  you 
Are  but  fecure,  and  have  the  Gain  in  Hand  : 
For  they're  indiff'rent  where  they  take  Revenge, 
Whether  on  him  that  cheated,  or  his  Friend, 
Or  on  a  Stranger  whom  they  never  faw. 
Perhaps  an  honeft  Peafant,  who  ne'er  dreamt 
Of  Fraud  or  Villainy  in  all  his  Life  ; 
Such  let  them  murder,  if  they  will  a  Score, 
The  Guilt  is  theirs,  while  we  fecure  the  Gain, 
Nor  fhall  we  feel  the  bleeding  Vidims  Pain. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE        II. 

A  Be/art. 
Enter  Orfbourn  and  Honnyman,  Two  Englilh  Hunters, 

Orjbourn. 

LOng  have  we  toil'd,  and  rang'd  the  Woods  in  vain. 
No  Game,  nor  Track,  nor  Sign  of  any  Kind 
Is  to  be  feen  ;  I  fvvear  I  am  difcourag'd 
And  weary'd  out  with  this  long  fruitlefs  Hunt. 
No  Life  on  Earth  befides  is  half  io  hard, 
So  full  of  Difappointments,  as  a  Hunter's  .• 
Each  Morn  he  wakes  he  views  the  deflin'd  Prey, 
And  counts  the  Profits  of  th'  enfuing  Day  ; 
Each  Ev'ning  at  his  curs'd  ill  Fortune  pines, 
And  till  next  Day  his  Hope  of  Gain  refigns. 
By  Jove,  I'll  from  thefe  Defarts  haften  home, 
And  fwear  that  never  more  I'll  touch  a  Gun. 

Honnyman.  Thcfe  hateful/«(s//<2;/j  kidnap  all  theGame. 
Curfe  their  black  Heads !  they  fright  the  Deer  and  Bear, 
And  ev'ry  Animal  that  haunts  the  Wood, 
Or  by  their  Witchcraft  conjure  them  away. 
No  Englijhman  can  get  a  fingle  Shot, 
While  they  go  loaded  home  with  Skins  and  Furs. 
'Twere  to  be  wilh'd  not  one  of  them  furvived, 
Thus  to  infefl  the  V/orld,  and  plague  Mankind. 
Curs'd  Heathen  Infidels !  mere  favage  Beafts  ' 
They  don't  deferve  to  breathe  in  Chrillian  Air, 
And  fhould  be  hunted  down  like  other  Brutes, 

Orjbourn.  I  only  wifh  the  Laws  permitted  us 
To  hunt  the  favage  Herd  where-e'er  they're  found  ; 

I'd 
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I'd  never  leave   the  Trade  of  Hunting  then. 
While  one  remain'd  to  tread  and  range  the  Wood. 

Bonnyman.  Curfe  on  the  Law,  I  fay,  that  makes  it 
Death 
To  kill  an  Indian,  more  than  to  kill  a  Snake. 
What  if  'tis  Peace  ?  thefe  Dogs  deferve  no  Mercy  ; 
Curfed  revengeful,  cruel,  faithlefs  Devils ! 
They  kill'd  my  Father  and  my  eldcfl:  Brother. 
Since  which  I  hate  their  very  Looks  and  Name. 

Orfiourn.  And  I,  fince  they  betray 'd  and  kill'd  my 
Uncle  ; 
Hell  feize  their  cruel,  unrelenting  Souls ! 
Tho'  thefe  are  not  the  fame,  'twould  eafe  my  Heart 
To  cleave  their  painted  Heads,  and  fpill  their  Blood. 
I  abhor,  deteft,  and  hate  them  all. 
And  now  cou'd  eat  an  Indianh  Heart  with  Pleafure. 

Honnyman.  I'd  join  you,  and  foop  his  favage  Brains 
tor  Sauce ; 
I  lofe  all  Patience  when  I  think  of  them, 
And,  if  you  will,  we'll  quickly  have  Amends 
For  our  long  Travel  and  fuccefslefs  Hunt, 
And  the  fweet  Pleafure  of  Revenge  to  boot. 

Orfbourn.  What  will  you   do?   Prefent,  and  pop 
one  down  ? 

Jiomiyman.  Yes,  faith,  the  firfl  we  meet  well  fraught 
v/ith  Furs  ; 
Or  if  there's  Two,  and  we  can  make  fure  Work, 
By  Jove,  we'll  eafe  the  Rafcals  of  their  Packs, 
And  fend  them  empty  home  to  their  own  Country. 
But  then  obferve,  that  what  we  do  is  fecrer. 
Or  the  Hangman  will  come  in  for  Snacks. 

Orjhourn. 
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Orjbourn.  Truft  me  for  that ;  I'll  join  with  all  my 
Heart ; 
Nor  with  a  nicer  Aim,  or  Headier  Hand, 
Would  fhoot  a  Tyger  than  I  would  an  Indian. 
There  is  a  Couple  ftalking  now  this  Way 
With  lufty  Packs ;  Heav'n  favour  our  Defign. 
Hon.  Silence;  conceal  yourfelf,  and  mind  your  Eye. 
Orflourn.  Are  you  well  charged  ? 
Honnyman.  I  am.    Take  you  the  neareft. 
And  mind  to  fire  exadly  when  I  do. 
Orft/ourn.  A  charming  Chance  ! 
Honnyman.  Hufh,  let  them  ftill  come  nearer. 

[Theyjhoot,  and  run  to  rifle  the  Indians. 
They're  down,  old  Boy,  a  Brace  of  noble  Bucks ! 
Orflycurn,  Well  tallow'd,  faith,   and  noble  Hides 
upon  'em.  [T'aking  up  a  Pack. 

\Yt  might  have  hunted  all  the  Seafon  thro* 
For  Half  this  Game,  and  thought  ourfelves  well  paid. 
Honnyman.  By  Jovey  we  might,  and  been  at  great 
Expence 
For  Lead  and  Powder,  here's  a  fingle  Shot. 

Orjbourn.  I  fwear  I've  got  as  much  as  I  can  carry. 
Honnyman.  And  faith  I'm  not  behind  ;  this  Pack  is 
heavy. 
But  flop ;  we  muft  conceal  the  tawny  Dogs, 
Or  their  biood-thirfty  Countrymen  will  find  them. 
And  then  we're  bit.     There'll  be  the  Devil  to  pay. 
They'll  murder  us,  and  cheat  the  Hangman  too. 
Orfljoum.  Right.      We'll  prevent  all  Mifchief  of 
this  Kind. 
Where  Ihall  we  hide  their  favage  Carcafes  ? 

Honnyman. 
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Honnyman.  There  they  will  lie  conceal'd  and  fnug 
enough —  [They  co-ver  tbem. 

But  flay — perhaps  ere  long  there'll  be  a  War, 
And  then  their  Scalps  will  fell  for  ready  Cafh, 
Two  Hundred  Crowns  at  lead,  and  that's  worth  faving. 
Orjbotirn.  "Well  1  that  is    true ,  no  fooner  faid  than 
done—  [Drdwwg  his  K?tife. 

I'll  drip  this  Fellow's  painted  greafy  Skull. 

[Slrips  off  the  Scalp. 
Honnyman.  A  damn'd  tough  Hide,  or  my  Knife's  de* 
vilifh  dull —  [Takes  the  ether  Scalp. 

Now  let  them  deep  to  Night  without  their  Caps, 
And  pleafant  Dreams  attend  their  Jong  Repo  fe. 
Orjhonrn.  Their  Guns  and  Hatchets  now  are  lawful' 
Prize, 
For  they'll  not  need  them  on  their  prefent  Journey. 
Honnyman.  The  Devil  hates  Arms,  and  dreads  the 
Smell  of  Powder; 
He'll  not  allow  fuch  Inllruments  about  him. 
They're  free  from  training  now,  they're  in  his  Clutches. 
Orjbcurn.    But,    Honnyman^  d'ye  think  this  is  not 
Murder? 
I  vow  I'm  iliock'd  a  little  to  fee  them  fcalp'd, 
And  fear  their  Ghofts  will  haunt  us  in  the  Dark. 
Honnyman.  It's  no  more   Murder  than  to  crack"  a 
Loufe, 
That  is,   if  you've  the  Wit  to  keep  it  private. 
And  as  to  Haunting,  Indians  have  no  GhoRs, 
But  as  they  live  like  Beafbs,  like  BeaRs  they  die. 
I've  kill'd  a  Dozen  in  this  felf-fame  W^ay, 
And  never  yet  was  troubled  with  their  Spirits. 

OrfocuAn, 
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Orjhourn. ThenVtn  content;  myScriiplesare  remov'd. 
And  what  I've  done,  my  Confcience  juftifies. 
But  wc  mufl:  have  thefe  Guns  and  Hatchets  alrer'd. 
Or  they'll  detedl  th'  Affair,  and  hang  us  both. 

Honnyman.  That's  quickly  done — Let  us  with  Speed 
return. 
And  think  no  more  of  being  hang'd  or  haunted  ;  . 
But  turn  our  Fur  to  Gold,  our  Gold  to  Wine, 
Thus,  gaily  fpend  what  we've  fo  flily  won. 
And  bJeis  the  firfl  Inventor  of  a  Gun.  [Exeuni. 

SCENE        III. 

Jn  Englilh  ForL 

Enter  Colonel  Cockum  and  Captain  Friflc. 

Cockum. 

WHAT  fhall  we  do  with  thefe  damn'd  bawling 
hidians  ? 
They're  fvvarming  every  Day  with  their  Complaints 
Of  Wrongs  and  Injuries,  and  God  knows  what — 
I  wifh  the  Devil  would  take  them  to  himfelf. 

Frijk.  Your  Honour's  right  to  wifh  the  Devil  his 
Due. 
I'd  fend  the  noify  Helhounds  packing  hence, 
Nor  fpend  a  Moment  in  debating  with  them. 
The  more  you  give  Attention  to  their  Murmurs, 
The  more  they'll  plague  and  haunt  you  every  Day., 
Befides,  their  old  Kmg  Ponteach  grows  damn'd  faucy, 
Talks  of  his  Power,  and  threatens  what  he'll  do. 
Perdition  to  their  faithlefs  fopty  Souls, 
I'd  let  'cm  know  at  once  to  keep  their  Diflance. 

Cockum, 
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Oc/^^^w. Captain, You're  right-,  theirlnfolence  isfuch 
As  beats  my  Patience  -,  curfed  Mifcreants ! 
They  are  encroaching  •,  fain  would  be  familiar  : 
I'll  fend  their  painted  Heads  to  Hell  with  Thunder ! 
I  fwear  I'll  blow  'em  hence  with  Cannon  Ball, 
And  give  the  Devil  an  Hundred  for  his  Supper. 

Frijk.  They're  coming  here-,    you   fee  they  fcent 
your  Track, 
And  while  you'll  liften,  they  will  ne'er  be  filent. 
But  every  Day  improve  in  Infolence. 

Cocbm.  I'll  foon  difpatch  and  ftorm  them  from  my 
Prefence. 

Enter  Ponteach,  and  other  Indian  Chiefs. 

Ponteach.  Well,  Mr.  Colonel  Cockum,  what  d'  they 
call  you  ? 
You  give  no  Anfwer  yet  to  my  Complaint ; 
Your  Men  give  my  Men  always  too  much  Rum, 
Then  trade  and  cheat  'em.    What!   d'ye  think  this 
right? 
Cockum, 'I\\ih\  Silence!  hold  your  noify  curfed  Non- 
fenfe  i 
I've  heard  enough  of  it  j  what  is  it  to  me  ? 

Ponteach.  What !  you  a  Colonel,  and  not  command 
your  Men  ? 
Let  ev'ry  one  be  a  Rogue  that  has  a  Mind  to't. 
Cockum.  Why,cuife  your  Men,  I  fuppofe  they  wanted 
Rum  ; 
They'll  rarely  be  content,  I  know,  without  it. 

Pontcack.  What  then  ?  If  Indians  are  fuch  Fools,  I 
think 
White  Mkh  like  you  (hould  ftop  and  teach  them  better. 

Cockum, 
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Cockum.  Pm  not  a  Pedagogue  to  your  curs'd  Indians, 

[ajide. 
Ponteach.  Colonel,  I  hope  that  you'll  confider  this. 
Frijk.  Why  don't    you  fee  the   Colonel   will  noc 
hear  you  ? 
You'd  better  go  and  watch  your  Men  yourfelf. 
Nor  plague  us  with  your  curfed  endlefs  Noife ; 
We've  fomtthing  elfe  to  do  of  more  Importance. 
Ponteach.  Hah  !  Captain  FriJk,  what !  you  a  great 
man  too  ? 
By  Bus'nefs  here  is  only  with  your  Colonel ; 
And  I'll  be  heard,  or  know  the  Reafon  why. 

iji  Chief.  I  thought  the  Englijh  had  been  better  Men. 
id  Chief.  Frenchmen  would  always  hear  an  Indian 
fpeak. 
And  anfwer  fair,  and  make  good  Promifes. 

Cockum.  You  may  be  d — d,  and  all  your  Prenchtmn 

too. 
Ponteach,  Be  d — d !   what's  that  ?  I  do  not  under- 

ftand. 
Cockum,  The  Devil  teach  you  j  he'll  do  it  without 

a  Fee. 
Ponteach.  The  Devil  teach  !  I  think  you  one  great 
Fool. 
Did  your  King  tell  you  thus  to  treat  the  Indians  ? 
Had  he  been  fuch  a  Dunce  he  ne'er  had  conquer'd. 
And  made  the  running  French  for  Quarter  cry. 
I  always  mind  that  fuch  proud  Fools  are  Cowards, 
And  never  do  aught  that  is  great  or  good. 

Cockum,  Forbear  your  Impudence,  you  curs'd  old 
Thiefj 
This  Moment  leave  my  Fort,  and  to  your  Country. 

Let 
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Let  me  hear  no  more  of  your  helli(h  Clamour^ 

Or  to  D n  I  will  blow  you  all, 

And  feaft  the  Devil  with  one  hearty  Meal. 

Ponteach.  So  ho !  Know  you  whofe  Country  you 
are  in  ? 
Think  you,  becaufe  you  have  fubdu'd  the  French^ 
That  Indians  too  are  now  become  your  Slaves  ? 
This  Country's  mine,  and  here  I  reign  as  King  %     < 
I  value  not  your  Threats,  nor  Forts,  nor  Guns ; 
I  have  got  Warriors,  Courage,  Strength,  and  Skill. 
Colonel,  take  care  •,  the  Wound  is  very  deep, 
Confider  well,  for  it  is  hard  to  cure. 

[Exeunt  Indians. 

Fnyi\  Vile  Infidels  !  obferve  their  Infolence  ; 
Old  Ponteach  puts  on  a  mighty  Air. 

Cockum.  They'll  always  be  a  Torment  till  deftroy'd, 
And  fent  all  headlong  to  the  Devil's  Kitchen. 
This  curs'd  old  Thief,  no  doubt,  will  give  usTrouble, 
Provok'd  and  madded  at  his  cool  Reception. 

rrifk.O\\\  Colonel, they  are  never  worth  our  minding. 
What  can  they  do  againft  our  Bombs  and  Cannon  ? 
True,  they  may  fKulk,  and  kill  and  fcaip  a  few. 
But,  Heav'n  be  thank'd,  we're  fafe  within  thefe  Walls : 
Befides,  I  think  the  Governors  are  coming. 
To  make  them  Prefents,  and  eilablifh  Peace. 

Cockinn.  That    may  perhaps  appeafe  their  bloody 
.Minds, 
And  keep  them  quiet  for  fome  little  Term. 
God  fend  the  Day  that  puts  them  all   to  deep, 
Come,  will  you  cr.^ck  a  Bottle  at  my  Tent  ^ 

Frijk, 
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Frifk.  With  all  my  Heart,   and  drink  D- n  tci 

them. 
'Cockum.  I  can  in  nothing  mbre  fincerely  join. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE         iV. 

Jn  Apartment  in  the  Fort. 
Enter  Governors  ShsLrp,  Gripe,  and  Ca.\.chum, 

Bharp. 
T_JERE  are  we  met  to  reprefent  our  King, 
JlJ.    And  by  his  royal  Bounties  to  conciliate 
'Thefe  Indians  Minds  to  Friendfhip,  Peace,  and  Love, 
But  he  than  would  an  honed  Living  get 
In  Times  fo  hard  and  difficult  as  thefe, 
Muft  mind  that  good  old  Rule,  Take  care  of  One. 

Gripe.  Ay,  Chriftian  Charity  begins  at  home  j 
I  think  it's  in  the  Bible,  I  know  I've  read  it. 

Catchum.  I  join  with  Paul,  that  he's  an  Infidel 
Who  does  not  for  himfelf  and  Friends  provide. 

'Sharp.  Yes,  Pdul'm  facft  was  no  bad  Politicians 
And  undefftood  himfelf  as  well  as  mod. 
All  good  and  wife  Men  certainly  take  care 
To  help  themfelves  and  Families  the  firfl ; 
Thus  didates  Nature,  Inftindb,  and  Religion, 
Whofe  eafy  Precepts  ought  to  be  obey'd. 

Gripe.  But  how  does  this  affedl  our  prefenr  Purpofe  ? 
W^'ve  heard  the  Dodlrine  ;  what's  the  Application  ?' 

Sharp.   We  are  intruded  with  thefe  Indian  ?reknts, 
A  Thoufand  Pound  was  granted  by  the  King, 
To  fatisfy  them  of  his  Royal  Goodnefs, 
His  condcUit  Dii'pofition  to  their  Welfare, 

B  And 
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And  reconcile  their  favage  Minds  co  Peace. 
Five  hundred's  gone  ;  you  know  our  late  DivifioHj 
Our  great  Expence,  Et  cetera^  no  Matter  : 
The  other  Half  was  laid  out  for  thefe  Goods, 
To  be  diftributed  as  we  think  proper ; 
And  whether  Half  (I  only  put  the  Queftion) 
Of  thefe  faid  Goods,  won't  anfwer  every  End, 
And.  bring  about  as  long  a  lafting  Peace 
As  tho'  the  Whole  were  lavifhly  beftow'd  ? 

Caichum.  I'm  clear  upon't  they  will,  if  we  affirm 
That  Half's  the  Whole  was  fent  them  by  the  King. 
Gri^e.  There  is  no  doubt  but  that  One  Third  wou*d 
anfwer, 
For  they,  poor  Souls  f  are  ign'rant  of  the  Worth 
Of  fingle  Things,  nor  know  they  how  to  add 
Or  calculate,  and  caft  the  whole  Amount. 

Sharp.  Ay,  Want  of  Learning  is  a  great  Misfortune* 
How  thankful  Hiould  we  be  that  we  have  Schools, 
And  belter  taught  and  brtd  than  thefe  poor  Heathen. 
Catihum.  Yes,  only  thefe  Two  fimple  eafy  Rules, 
Addition  and  Subtradioii,  are  great  Flelps, 
And  much  contribute  to  our  Happinefs. 

Sharp.  'Tis  thefe  I  mean  to  put  in  Practice  now  j 
Subtradion  from  thefe  Royal  Prefents  makes 
Addition  to  our  Gains  without  a  Fraction. 
But  let  us  overhawl  and  take  the  bcft. 
Things  may  be  given  that  won't  do  to  fell. 

\^hey  overhawl  the  Goods,  &c. 
Catchwn.    Lay  thefe  afide  •,    they'll   fetch  -a  noble 

Price. 
Crips.  And  thefe  are  very  falcable,  I  think. 

2  ^har^. 


A  TRAGEDY.  19 

hbarp.  The  Indians  will  be  very  fond  of  thefe. 
Is  there  the  Half,  think  you  ? 
Gripe.  It's  thereabouts. 

Cat  chum.  This  Bag  of  Wampum  maybe  added  yet» 
Sharp.  Here,  Lads,  convey  thefe   Goods  to   our 

Apartment. 
Servant.  The  Indians,  Sir,  are  waiting  at  the  Gate. 
Gripe.  Conduct  them  in  when  you've  difpofed  of 

thefe. 
Catchum.  This  fhould  have  been  new-drawn  before 

they  enter*d. 
[pulling  cut  an  Inventory  of  the  whole  Goods. 
Gripe.  What  matters  that  ?  They  cannot  read,  you 

know, 
And  you  can  read  to  them  in  gen'ral  Terms. 

Enter  Ponteach,  with  fever al  of  his  Chief iains. 

Sharp.    Welcome,    my  Brothers,   we  are  glad  to 
meet  you. 
And  hope  that  you  will  not  repent  our  coming. 

Ponteach.  WVre  glad  to  fee  our  Brothers  here  the 
Englifh. 
}f  honourable  Peace  be  your  Defire, 
We'd  always  have  the  Hatchet  buried  deep, 
While  Sun  and  Moon,  Rivers  and  Lakes  endure^ 
And  Trees  and  Herbs  within  our  Country  grow. 
But  then  you  muft  not  cheat  and  wrong  the  Indians^ 
Or  treat  us  with  Reproach,  Contempt,  and  Scorn ; 
Elfe  we  will  raife  the  Hatchet  to  the  Sky, 
And  let  it  never  touch  the  Earth  again. 
Sharpen  its  Edge,  and  keep  it  bright  as  Silver, 

B  2  Or 
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Or  ftain  It  red  with  Murder  and   with   Blood. 
Mind  what  I  fay,  I  do  fiOt  tell  you  'Lies. 

Sharp,  .We  hope  you  have'no  Reafon  to  complain 
That  EngliJIjmen  conduft  to  you  amifs  \ 
We're  griev'd  it  they  have  given  you  Offence, 
And  fain  would  heal  the  Wound  while  it  is  fredi, 
Lefl  it  fljould  rpread,  grow  painful,  and  levere. 
Fcnteach.  Your  Men  make  Indians  drunk,  and  then 
they  cheat  'em. 
Your  Officers,  your  Colonels,  and  your  Captains 
Are  proud,  morofe,  ill-natur'd,  churlifh  Men, 
Treat  us  with  Difrefped,  Contempt,  and  Scorn. 
I  tell  you  plainly  this  will  never  do, 
We  never  thus  were  treated  by  the  French^ 
Them  we  thought  bad  enough,  but  think  you  worfe.   • 
Sharp.  There's  good  and  bad,  you  know,  in  every 
Nation  ; 
There's  fome  good  Indians,  fome  are  the  reverfe. 
Whom  you  can't  govern,  and  reftrain  from  ill  ; 
So  there's  fome  knglijkmen  that  will  be  bad. 
You  muft  not  mind  the  Condud  of  a  few. 
Not  judge  the  reft  by  what  you  fee  of  them. 

Ponleach.    If   you've  fome  good,  why  don't  you 
fend  them  here  .'' 
Thefe  every  one  are  Rogues,  and  Knaves,  and  Fools^ 
And  think  no  more  of  Indians  than  of  Dogs. 
lour  King  had  better  fend  his  good  Men  hither, 
An<^  keep  his  bad  ones  in  fome  other  Country  ; 
Then  you  would  find  that  Indians  would  do  well. 
Be  peaceable,  and  honeft  in  their  Trade  j 

.  We'd 
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We'd  lov^you,  treat  you,  as  our  Friends  and  Brothers, 
And  Raifc  the  Hatchet  only  in  your  Caufe 

Sharp.  Our  King  is  very  anxious  for  your  Welfare, 
And  greatly  wifhes  for  your  Love  and  FriendHiip; 
He  would  not  have  the  Hatcher  ever  raifed, 
But  buried  deep,  Itamp'd  down  and  cover'd  o'er. 
As  with  a  Mountain  that  can  never  move: 
For  this  he  fent  us  to  your  diftant  Country, 
Bid  us  deliver  you  thefe  friendly  Belts, 

{holding  out  Belts  of  Wampum, 
All  cover'd  over  with  his  Love  and  Kindnefs, 
He  like  a  Father  loves  you  as  his  Children  ; 
And  like  a  Brother  wifiies  you  all  Good  ; 
We'll  \ti  him  know  the  Wounds  that  you  complain  of. 
And  he'll  be  fj.eedy  to  apply  the  Cure, 
And  clear  the  Path  to  Friendfhip,  Peace,  and  Trade. 

Ponteacb.  Your  King,  I  he.ir's  a  good  and  upright 
Man, 
True  to  his  word,   and  friendly  in  his  Heart; 
Not  proud  and  infolenr,  morofe  and  four. 
Like  theie  his  petty  Officers  and  Servants  : 
I  want  to  fee  your  King,  and  let  him  know 
What  muft  be  done  to  keep  the  Hatchet  dull, 
And  hov,?  the  Path  of  Friendfnip,   Peace,  and  Trade 
May  be  kept  clean  and  folid  as  a  Rock. 

Sharp.  Our  King  is  diftant  over  the  great  Lake, 
But  we  can  quickly  fend  him  your  Requeflsj 
To  which  he'll  liften  with  attentive  Ear, 
And  aft  as  tho'  you  told  him  with  your  Tongue.. 

Ponteacb.  Let  him  know  then  his  People  here  are 

Rogues,  .    •  - 
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And  cheat  and  wrong  and  ufe  the  Indians  ill. 
Tell  him  to  lend  good  Officers,  and  call 
Thefp  proud  ill  natur'd  Fellows  from  my  Country, 
And  kee  J  his  Hunters  from  my  hunting  Ground. 
11°  mull:  do  this,  and  do  it  quickly  too, 
C:  \t  vill  find  the  Path  between  us  bloody. 

Sharp    or  this  we  will  acquaint  our  gracious  King, 
Aid  hope  you  and  your  Chiefs  will  now  confirm 
A  folid  Peace  as  if  our  King  was  prefent ; 
We're  his  Amb  ifiadors,  and  reprefent  him, 
And  bring  thek  Tokens  of  his  Royal  Friendlhip 
To  you,  your  Captains,  Chiefs,  and  valiant  Men. 
Rcaci  Mr.  Caichum,  you  've  the  Inventory. 

Catchum,  The  Britijh  King,  of  his  great  Bounty, 
fends 
To  Ponteachf  King  upon  the  Lakes,  and  his  Chiefs, 
Two  hundred,  No  ^a/Je]  a  Number  of  fine  Blankets, 
Six  hundred  [q/ide]  Yes,  and  feveral  Dozen  Hatchets, 
Twenty  thoufand  iq/ide]  and  a  Bag  of  Wampum, 
A  Parcel  too  of  Pans,  and  Knives,  and  Kettles. 

Sharp.  This  rich  and  royal  Bounty  you'll  accept. 
And  as  you  pkafe  diftribute  to  your  Chiefs, 
And  Jet  them  know  they  come  from  England's  King, 
As  Tokens  to  them  of  his  Love  and  Favour. 
We  've  taken  this  long  Journey  at  great  Charge, 
To  fee  and  hold  with  you  this  friendly  Talk ; 
We  hope  your  Minds  are  all  difpofed  to  Peace, 
And  that  you  like  our  Sovereign  Bounty  well. 

jjl  Chief.  We  think  it  very  fmall,  we  heard  of  more. 
Mofl  of  our  Chiefs  and  Warriors  are  not  here, 
They  4\  exf  e(5^  to  l^^re  a  Part  with  us, 
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2d  Chief .  Thefe  won't  reach  round  to  more  than 
half  our  Tribes, 
Few  of  our  Chiefs  will  have  a  fingle  Token 
Of  your  King's  Bounty,  that  you  fpeak  fo  much  of. 

3^.  Chief.  And  thofe  who  have'nt  will  be  diffatisficd. 
Think  themfelves  flighted,  think  your  King  is  fringy. 
Or  elfe  that  you  his  Governors  are  Rogues, 
And  keep  your  Mailer's  Bounty  for  yourfelves. 

4/^  Chief    We   hear  fuch  Tricks  arQ   fometimes 
play'd  with  Indians ^ 
King  Jjienac0y  the  great  Southern  Chief, 
Who's  been  in  England,  and  has  feen  your  King, 
Told  me  that  he  was  generous,  kind,  and  true. 
But  that  his  Officers  were  Rogues  and  Knaves, 
And  cheated  Indians  out  of  what  he  gave. 

Gripe.  The  Devil's  in'c,  I  fear  that  we're  dctedled 

[afide. 

Ponteach,  Indians  a'n't  Fools,  if  White  Men  think 
us  fo  J 
We  fee,  we  hear,  we  think  as  well  as  you  ; 
We  know  there  're  Lies,  and  Mifchiefs  in  the  World ; 
We  don't  know  whom  to  truft,  nor  when  to  fear  j 
Men  are  uncertain,  changing  as  the  Wind, 
Inconftant  as  the  Waters  of  the  Lakes, 
Some  fmooth  and  fair,  and  pleafant  as  the  Sun, 
Some  rough  and  boift'rous,  like  the  Winter  Storm  \ 
Some  are  Infidious  as  the  fubtle  Snake, 
Some  innocent,  and  harmlefs  as  the  Dove  ; 
Some  like  the  Tyger  raging,  cruel,  fierce. 
Some  like  the  Lamb,  humble.  fubmiflTive,  mild^ 
And  fcarcely  one  is  every  Day  the  fame  ; 
But  I  call  no  Man  bad,  till  fuch  he's  found, 

E4  Tfc- 
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Then  I  condemn  and  caft  him  from  my  Sight; '~ 
And  no  more  trufl:  him  as  a  Friend  and  Brother. 
I  hope  to  find  you  honeft  Men  and  true. 

Sharp.  Indeed  you  may  depend  upon  our  Honours, 
We're  faithful  Servants  of  the  befl  of  Kings ; 
.We  fcorn  an  Impolition  on  your  Ignorance, 
Abhor  the  Arts  of  Fahliood  and  Deceit. 
Thefe  are  the  Prefents  our  great  Monarch  fent, 
He's  of  a  bounteous,  noble,  princely  Mind 
And  had  he  known  the  Numbers  of  your  Chiefs, 
Each  would  have  largely  fhar'd  his  Royal  Goodnefs ; 
But  thefe  are  rich  and  worthy  your  Acceptance, 
J^ew  Kings  on  Earth  can  fuch  as  thefe  beflow. 
For  Goodnefs,  Beauty,  Excellence,  and  Worth. 

Ponteach.  The  Prefents  from  your  Sovereign  I  accept. 
His  friendly  Belts  to  us  (hall  be  preferved, 
And  in  Return  convey  you  thofe  to  him. 

[^Belts  t?nd  Furs. 
Which  let  him  know  our  Mind,  and  what  we  wifli. 
That  we  diflike  his  crufty  Officers, 
And  wifh  the  Path  of  Peace  v/as  made  more  plain, 
The  Calumet  I  do  not  chufe  to  fmoak. 
Till  I  fee  further,  and  my  other  Chiefs 
Have  been  confulted.     Tell  your  King  from  me, 
That-firft  or  laft  a  Rogue  will  bedetcfted. 
That  I  have  Warriors,  am  myfelf  a  King, 
And  will  be  honour'd  and  obey'd  as  fuch  ; 
Tell  hirn  my  Subjects  fhall  not  be  opprefs'd. 
But  I  will  feek  Pvcdrefs  and  take  Revenge  ; 
tTeli  your  King  this ;  I  have  no  more  to  fay. 

Si>arj>, 
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Sharp.  To  our  great  King  your  Gifts  we  will  convey. 
And  let  him  know  tlie  Talk  we've  had  with  you  ; 
We're  griev'd  we  cannot  frnoak  the  Pipe  of  Peace, 
And  part  with  ftronger  Proofs  of  Love  and  Friendfhip-, 
Mean  tinne  we  hope  you'll  lb  confider  Matters, 
As  dill  to  keep  the  Hatchet  dull  afld  buried. 
And  open  wide  the  (Lining  Path  of  Peace, 
That  you  and  we  may  walk  without  a  Blunder. 

{Exeunt  Indians, 

Gripe.  Th'  appear  not  fully  fatisficd,  I  think. 

Cat^hum.  I  do  not  like  old  PonteacFs  Talk  and  Air, 
He  feems  fufpicious,  and  inclined  to  war. 

Sharp.    They're   always  jealous,  bloody,   and  re- 
vengeful. 
You  fee  that  they  diftruft  our  Word  and  Honour; 
No  wonder  then  if  they  fufped  the  Traders, 
And  often  charge  them  with  downright  Injuftlce. 

Gripe.  True,  when  even  we  that  come  to  make  them 
,        ,    Pncfents, 
Cannot  efcape  their  Fears  and  Jealoufies, 

Catcht^m.  Well,  we  have  this,  at  lead,  to  comfort  us  1 
Their  good  Opinion  is  no  Commendation, 
Nor  their  foul  Slanders  any  Stain  to  Honour. 
I  think  we've  done  vyhatever  Men  could  do 
f  o  reconcile  their  fiivage  Minds  to  Peace. 
If  they're  difpleas'd,  our  Honour  is  acquitted, 
And  we  have  not  been  wanting  in  our  Duty 
To  them,  our  King,  our  Country,  and  our  Friends. 

Gripe.  But  what  Returns  arc  thefe  t}|ey  've  left  be^ 
hind  ? 
Thefe  Belts  are  valuable,  and  neatly  wrought. 
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Catchum.  This  Pack  of  Furs  is  very  weighty  too  i 
The  Skins  are  pick*d,  and  of  the  choicefl  Kind. 

Sharp,  By  Jove^  they're  worth  more  Money  than 
their  Prefents. 

Gripe.  Indeed  they  are ;  the  King  will  be  no  Lofer. 

Sharp.  The  King !  who  ever  fent  fuch  Trumpery 
to  him  ? 

Cat  chum.  What  would  the  King  of  England  do 
with  Wampum  ? 
Or  Beaver  Skins,  d*ye  think  ?  He's  not  a  Hatter  I 

Gripe.  Then  it's  a  Perquifite  belongs  to  us  ? 

Sharp.  Yes,  they  're  become  our  lawful  Goods  and 
Chattels, 
By  all  the  Rules  and  Laws  of  Indian  Treaties. 
The  King  would  fcorn  to  take  a  Gift  from  Indians, 
And  think  us  Madmen,  ftiould  we  fend  them  to  him 

Catchum.  I  underftand  we  make  a  fair  Divifion, 
And  have  no  Words  nor  Fraud  among  ourfelves. 

Sharp.  We  throw  the  whole  into  one  common  Stocky 
And  go  Copartners  in  the  Lofs  and  Gain. 
Thus  mofl  who  handle  Money  for  the  Crown 
F/nd  means  to  make  the  better  Half  their  own  5 
And,  to- your  better  Judgments  with  Submifllon, 
The  felf  Negleder's  a  poor  Politician. 
Thefe  Gifts,  you  fee,  will  all  Expcnces  pay  5         "j 
|T(eav'n  fend  an  Indian  Treaty  every  Day,  C 

We  dearly  love  to  ferve  our  King  this  Way.  J 

Xhe  End  of  the  Firft  ACT. 
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ACT     II. 

SCENE        I. 

An  Indian  Houfe. 

Enter  Philip  and  Chekitan  from  huntings  loaded  with 
Venifon, 

Philip. 

THE  Day's  Toil's  ended,  and  the  Ev'ning  fmilc^ 
"With  all  the  Joy  and  Pleafantnefs  of  Plenty, 
Our  good  Succcfs  and  Fortune  in  the  Chace 
Will  make  us  Mirth  and   Paftime  for  the  Night. 
How  will  the  old  King  and  his  Hunters  fmile 
To  fee  us  loaded  with  the  fatt'ning  Prey, 
And  joyoufly  relate  their  own  Adventures  ? 
Not  the  brave  Vid:or's  Shout,  or  Spoils  of  War, 
Would  give  fuch  Pleafure  to  their  gladden'd  Hearts. 
Chekitan.  Thefe,  Philips  are  the  unftain'd  Fruits  of 
Peace, 
Effected  by  the  conqu'ring  Britifh  Troops. 
Now  may  we  hunt  the  Wilds  fccure  from  Foes, 
And  feek  our  Food  and  Gloathing  by  the  Chace, 
While  Eafe  and  Plenty  thro*  our  Country  reign. 

Philip,  Happy  Effects  indeed  !  long  may  they  laft  \,. 
But  I  fufped:  the  Term  will  be  but  Ihort, 
Ere  this  our  happy  Realm  is  curs'd  afrefli 
With  all  the  Noile  and  Miferies  of  War, 
And  Blood  and  Murder  ftain  our  Land  again. 

Chekitan.   What  haft   thou   heard    that  fcems  ta 
threaten  this* 

Or 
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Or  is  it  idle  Fancy  and  Conjedures  ? 

Philip.  Our  Father's  late  Behaviour  and  Difcouifc 
Un  te  U)  raife  Sufpicions  in  my  Mind 
Of  his  Defigns  ?     Haft  chou  not  yet  obferv'd. 
That  tho'  at  firft  he  favour'd  England*s  Troops, 
When  they  late  landed  on  our  fertile  Shore.,  , 
I^roclaim'd  his  Approbation  of  their  March, 
Convoy*d  their  SLores,  protected  them  from  Harm, 
Nay,  put  them  in  PoiTeffion  of  Detroit ; 
^nd  join'dto  fill  the  Air  with  loud  Huzza's 
When  England''^  Flag  v/as  planted  on  its  Walis  ? 
Yet,  fince,  he  feems  difpleas'd  at  their  Succefi;, 
Thinks  himfelf  injured^  treated  with  Negleft 
By  their  Comnrianders,  as  of  no  Account, 
As  one  fubdu'd  and  conquer'd  with  the  French^ 
As  one,  whofe  Right  to  Empire  now  is  loft. 
And  he  become  a  Vailal  of  their  Power, 
Inftead  of  an  Ally.     At  this  he's  mov'd. 
And  in  his  Royal  Bofom  glows  Revenge, 
"Which  I  fufped:  will  fudden  burft  and  fpread 
Like  Lightning  from  the  Summer's  burning  Cloud,- 
That  inftant  fets  whole  Forefts  in  a  Blaze. 

Chekitan.  Something  like  this  I  have  indeed  per- 
ceiv'd  ; 
And  this  explains  what  I  but  now  beheld. 
Returning  from  the  Chace,  myfelf  concealed, 
Our  Royal  Father  bafking  in  the  Shade, 
H's  Looks  fcvere,  Revenge  was  in  his  Eyes,    , 
All  his  great  Soul  feem'd  mounted  in  his  Face, 
^nd  bent  on  fomething  hazardous  and  great, 
y/ith  pcnfive  Air  he  view'd  the  Forcft  round  •, 
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Smote  on  his  Breaft  as  if  opprefs'd  with  Wrongs, 

With  Indignation  (lampM  upon  the  Ground  -, 

Extended  then  and  fhook  his  mighty  Arm, 

As  in  Defiance  of  a  coming  Foe  ; 

Then  like  the  hunted  Elk  he  forward  fprungj 

As  tho'  to  trample  his  AfTailants  down. 

The  broken  Accents  murmur'd  from  his  Tongue, 

As  rumbling  Thunder  from  a  diRant  Cloud, 

Diflina:  I  heard,  "  Tis  fix'd,  I'll  be  reveng*d  ; 

"  1  will  make  War  ;  I'll  drown  this  Land  in  Blood.'* 

He  difappear'd  like  the  frefh- darted  Roe 

Purfu'd  by  Hounds  o'er  rocky  Hilh  and  Dales,  • 

That  inftant  leaves  the  anxious  Hunter's  Eye  ; 

Such  was  his  Speed  towards  the  other  Chiefs. 

Philip.  He's  gone  to  found  their  Minds  to  Peace 
and  War, 
And  learn  who'll  join  the  Hazards  in  his  Caufe. 
The  Fox,  the  Bear,  the  Eagle,  Otter,  Wolf^ 
And  other  valiant  Princes  of  the  Empire, 
Have  late  reforted  hither  for  fome  End 
Of  common  Import.     Time  will  foon  reveal 
Their  fecret  Counfels  and  their  fix'd  Decrees. 
Peace  has  its  Charms  for  thofe  who  love  their  Eafe^ 
But  adive  Souls  like  mine  delight  in  Blood. 

Chekitan.  Should  War   be   wag'd,    what   Difcords 
may  we  fear 
Among  ourfelves  ?  The  ^ov^zxi^X  MohavokYJxvi^ 
Will  ne'er  confcnt  to  fight  again  ft  the  Englip^ 
Nay  Riore,  will  join  them  as  a  firm  Ally, 
And  influence  other  Chiefs  by  his  Example, 
To  mufter  all  their  Strength  againft  our  Father* 
Fathers  perhaps  will  fight  pgainft  their  Sons, 

And 
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And  nearefl:  Friends  purfue  each  other's  Lives  • 
Blood,  Murder,  Death,  and  Horror  will  be  rife, 
"Where  Peace  and  Love,  and  Friendfhip  triumph  now, 

Philip.  Such  ftale  Conjedures  fmell  of  Cowardice.. 
Our  Father*s  Temper  fhews  us  the  reverfe  : 
All  Danger  he  defies,  and,  once  irefolv'di 
No  Arguments  will  move  him  to  relent, 
No  Motives  change  his  Purpofe  of  Revenge, 
No  Prayers  prevail  upon  him  to  delay 
The  Execution  of  his  fix'd  Defign  : 
Like  the  ftarv'd  Tyger  in  Purfuit  of  Prey, 
No  Oppofition  will  retard  his  Courfe  ; 
Like  the  wing'd  Eagle  that  looks  down  on  Clouds, 
All  Hindrances  are  little  in  his  Eye, 
And  his  great  Mind  knows  not  the  Pain  of  Fear. 

Chekitan.  Such  Hurricanes  of  Courage  often  lead 
To  Shame  and  Difappointment  in  the  End, 
And  tumble  blindfold  on  their  own  Difgrace. 
True  Valour's  flow,  deliberate,  and  cool, 
Confiders  well  the  End,  the  Way,  the  Means, 
And  weighs  each  Circumftance  attending  them. 
Imaginary  Dangers  it  detefls. 
And  guards  itlelf  againil  all  real  Evils. 
But  here  'Tenefco  comes  with  Speed  important  5 
His  Looks  and  Face  prefage  us  fomething  new*     ^ 

Tenefco.    Hail,  noble  Youth!  the  News   of  your 
Return 
And  great  Succefs  has  reach*d  your  Father's  Ears. 
Great  is  his  Joy  ;  but  fomething  more  important 
Seems  to  reft  heavy  on  his  anxious  Mind, 
Aud  be  commands  your  Prefence  at  his  Cabbin. 

Philip. 
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Philip.  We  will  attend  his  Call  with  iitmofl:  Speedy 
Nor  wait  Refrelhment  after  our  Day's  Toil    [Exeuns, 

SCENE        II. 

Ponteach*s  Cahbin. 

Ponteach,  Philip,  Chekitan,  and  Tenefco, 
Ponteacb, 

MY  Sons,  and  trufty  Counfellor  Tenefco, 
"  As  the  fweet  fmelling  Rofe,  when  yet  a  Bud^ 
Lies  clofe  conceai'd,  till  Time  and  the  Sun's  Warmth 
Hath  fwell'd,  matur'd,  and  brought  it  forth  to  View. 
So  thefe  my  Purpofes  I  now  reveal 
Are  to  be  kept  with  You,  on  pain  of  Death, 
Till  Time  hath  ripen'd  my  afpiring  Plan, 
And  Fortune's  Sunfhine  fhall  difclofe  the  Whole  j 
Or  ihould  we  fail,  and  Fortune  prove  perverfe. 
Let  it  be  never  known  how  far  we  fail'd. 
Left  Fools  fhou'd  triumphj  or  our  Foes  rejoice. 

Tenefco.  The  Life  of  great  Defigns  is  Secrecy, 
And  in  Affairs  of  State  'tis  Honour's  Guard  ; 
For  Wifdom  cannot  form  a  Scheme  fo  well. 
But  Fools  will  laugh  if  it  Ihould  prove  abortive ; 
And  our  Defigns  once  known,  our  Honour's  made 
Dependent  on  the  Ficklenefs  of  Fortune. 

Philip.  What  may  your  great  and  fecret  Purpofc  be, 
That  thus  requires  Concealment  in  its  Birth  ? 

Ponteach.  To  raife  the  Hatchet  from  its  fhort  Rc- 
pofe, 
Brighten  its  Edge,  and  ftain  it  deep  with  Blood  -, 

To 
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To  fcoLirge  my  proud,  infulting,  haughty  Foesj  -  - 
To  enlarge  my  Empire,  which  will  foon  be  yours  :   • 
Your  Iniereft,  Glory,   Grandeur,  I  confulc. 
And  therefore  hope  with  Vigour  you'llpurfue 
And  execute  whatever  1  command. 

Chekitan.  When  we  refufc  Obedience  to  your  Will, 
We  are  not  worthy  to  be  cah'd  your  Sons. 

Philip.  If  we  inherit  not  our  Father's  Valour, 
We  never  can  delerve  to  (liare  his  Empire.        • 

Tenefco.  Spoke  like  yourfelves,  the  Sons  of  Ponteach\ 
Strength^  Courage,  and  Obedience  form  the  Soldiery 
And  the  firm  Bale  of  all  true  Greatnefs  lay. 

Ponteach.  Our  Empire  now  is  large,  our  Forces 
ftrong, 
Our  Chiefs  are  wife,  our  Warriors  valiant  Men; 
We  all  are  furnifh'd  with  the  bell  of  Arms, 
And  all  things  requifite  to  curb  a  Foe  ; 
And  now's  our  Time,  it  ever^  to  lecure 
Our  Country,  Kindred,  Empire,  all  that's  dear^ 
From  thtfe  Invaders  of  our  Rights,  the  Engli/Jj, 
And  fet  their  Bounds  towards  the  rifing  Sun. 
Long  have  I  feen  with  a  lufpicious  Eye 
The  Strength  and  growing  Numbers  of  the  French ;   . 
Their  Forts  and  Settlements  I've  view'd^s  Snakes 
Of  mortal  Bite,  bound  by  the  Winter  FroO, 
Which  in  fome  future  warm  reviving  Day 
Would  ftir  and  hifs,  and  fpit  their  Poifon  forth, 
And  fpread  Dellru(5lion  through  our  happy  Land,; 
Whfre  are  we  now?  The  French  are  all  fubdued, 
But  Vv-ho  are  in  their  Stead  become  our  Lords? 
A  proud,  imperious,  churlifli,  haughty  Band, 

The 
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The  French  familiarized  themfelves  with  us, 
Studied  our  Tongue,  and  Manners,  wore  our  Drefs^ 
Married  our  Daughters,  and  our  Sons  their  Maids, 
Dealt  honeftly,  and  well  fupplied  our  Wants, 
Ufed  no  One  ill,  and  treated  with  Refpedl 
Our  Kings,  our  Captains,  and  our  aged  Men; 
Call'd  us  their  Friends,  nay,  what  is   more,   their 

Children, 
And  feem'd  like  Fathers  anxious  for  our  Welfare. 
Whom  fee  we  now  ?  their  haughty  Conquerers 
Poffefs'd  of  every  Fort,  and  Lake,  and  Pafs, 
Big  with  their  Vidories  fo  often  gain'd  ; 
On  us  they  look  with  deep  Contempt  and  Scorn, 
Are  falfe,  deceitful,  knavifli,  infolent ; 
Nay  think  us  conquered,  and  our  Country  theirs. 
Without  a  Purchafe,  or  ev'n  afking  for  it. 
With  Pleafure  I  wou'd  call  their  King  my  Fiicnd, 
Yea,  honour  and  obey  him  as  my  Father; 
Pd  be  content,  would  h^  keep  his  own  Sea, 
And  leave  thefe  diftant  Lakes  and  Streams  to  us; 
Nay  I  would  pay  him  Homage,  if  requefted, 
And  furniili  Warriors  to  fupport  his  Caufe. 
But  thus  to  lofe  my  Country  and  my  Empire, 
To  be  a  VaOal  to  his  low  Commanders, 
Treated  with  Difrefpefl  and  public  Scorn 
By  Knaves,  by  Mifcreants,  Creatures  of  his  Power  j 
Can  this  become  a  King  like  Ponteach, 
Whofe  Empire's  meafured  only  by  the  Sun  ? 
No,  I'll  affert  my  Right,  the  Hatchet  raife, 
And  drive  thefe  Britons  hence  like  frighted  Deer, 

C  Deilfoy 
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Deftroy  their  Forts,  and  make  them  rue  the  Day 
■  That  to  our  fertile  Land  they  found  the  Way. 

Tenefco.  No  Contradidlion  to  your  great  Defign  •, 
But  will  not  fuch  Proceeding  injure  us  ? 
Where  is  our  Trade  and  Commerce  to  be  carry'd  ? 
For  they're  pofiTefs'd  of  allthe  Country  round, 
•  Or  whence  Supplies  of  Implements  for  War  ? 

Ponteach.  Whence  ?  Take  them  from  our  conquered 
running  Foes. 
Their  Fortrefles  are  Magazines  of  Death, 
Whidh  we  can  quickly  turn  again  ft  themfelves ; 
And  when  they're  driven  to  their  deftin'd  Bounds* 
Their  Love  of  Gain  will  foon  renew  their  Trade. 
The  heartlefs  French,  whene'er  they  fee  us  conquer. 
Will  join  their  little  Force  to  help  us  on. 
Nay  many  of  their  own  brave  trufty  Soldiers, 
In  Hope  of  Gain,  will  give  us  their  Afliftance  •, 
For  Gain's  their  great  Commander,  and  will  lead  them 
Where  their  brave  Generals  cannot  force  their  March : 
Some  have  engag'd,  when  they  fee  hope  of  Plunder, 
In  fly  Difguife  to  kill  their  Countrymen. 

Chekitan.  Thefe  Things  indeed  are  promifmg  and 
fair, 
And  feem  a  Prelude  to  our  full  Succefs. 
But  will  not  many  Indian  Chiefs  refufe 
To  join  the  Lifbs,  and  hold  chemklves  oblig'd 
T'airill  the  Foe  when  hardly  prefs'd  hy  us  ? 

PoriteaCh.  I've  founded  all  their  Minds  j  there's  but 
a  few 
That  are  not  warm  and  hearty  in  our  Caufe, 
\  ■  And  thofe  faint  Hearts  we'll  punifh  at  our  Leifure : 

For 
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For  hither  tends  my  Purpofe;"to  fubdue 
The  Tribes  who  now  their  annual  Homage  pay 
To  the  imperious  haughty  Mohawk  Chief, 
Whofe  Pride  and  Infolence  *tis  Time  to  curb. 
He  ever  boafts  the  Greatnefs  of  his  Empire, 
The  Swiftnefs,  Skill  and  Valour  of  his  Warriors, 
His  former  Conquefts,  and  his  frefh  Exploits, 
The  Terror  of  his  Arms  in  diftant  Lands, 
And  on  a  Footing  puts  himfelf  with  me. 
For  Wifdom  to  contrive,  and  Power  to  do. 
Such  a  proud  Rival  muft  not  breath  the  Air ; 
I'll  die  in  fighting,  or  I'll  reign  alone 
O'er  every /«^/^  Nation,  Tribe,  and  Chief. 
But  this  in  folemn  Silence  we  conceal, 
Till  they're  drawn  in'to  fight  the  common  F.oe, 
Then  from  my  Face,  the  fly  Difguife  I'll  caft. 
And  fhew  them  Ponteach  to  their  Surprize. 

tenefco.  Thy  Plan  is  wife,  and  may  Succefs   at, 
tend  it ; 
May  all  the  warlike  numerous  Tribes  unite. 
Nor  ceafe  to  conquer  while  thou  haft  a  Foe  ! 
Then  may  they  join  and  own  thee  for  their  Sovereign^ 
Pay  full  Submiflion  to  thy  fcepter'd  Arm, 
And  univerfal  Empire  be  thy  own  ! 

Chekitan.  Would  you   the  Mohawk  Emperor  dif- 
pleafe. 
And  wage  a  bloody  War,  by  which  you  made 
Him  and  his  num'rous  Tribes  your  certain  Foes  ? 

Ponteach.  Moft  of  his   Tribes   will   welcome   the 
Propofal ; 
For  long  their  galled  Necks  have  felt  the  Yoke, 

C  2  Long 


35        ponteach; 

Long  wifh'd  for  Freedom  from  his  partial  Sway, 
In  favour  of  the  proud  incroaching  Britons, 
Nay,  they  have  oft,  in  fpite  of  his  Difpleafure, 
Rufti'd  forth  like  Wolves  upon  their  naked  Borders, 
And  now,  like  Tygers  broken  from  their  Chains, 
They'll  glut  themfelves,  and  revel  in  their  Blood. 

Philip.  Myfelf  will  undertake  to  make  even  Hen. 
drick 
Our  zealous  Friend  againft  the  common  Foe ; 
His  ftrong  Attachment  to  them  I'll  difiblve. 
And  make  him  rage,  and  thirft  for  Vengeance  on 
them. 

Ponteach.  This  would  be  doing  Honour  to  thyfelf. 
And  make  thee  worthy  of  thy  Father's  Crown. 
The  fecret  Means  I  will  not  now  inquire. 
Nor  doubt  but  thus  engag'd  you  will  perform. 
The  Chiefs  in  part  are  knowing  to  my  Purpofe, 
And  think   of  nought   but  War,    and  Blood,    and 

Plunder, 
Till  in  full  Council  we  declare  our  Pleafure. 
But  firfl  my  laft  Night's  Dream  I  will  relate. 
Which  much  difturb'd  my  weary  anxious  Mind, 
And  niufl:  portend  feme  fignal  grand  Event 
Of  Good  or  Evil  both  to  me  or  mine. 
On  yonder  Plain  I  faw  the  lordly  Elk 
Snuffing  the  empty  Air  in  feeming  Sport, 
Tofling  his  Head  aloft,  as  if  in  Pride 
Of  his  great  Bulk  and  nervous  aftive  Limbs, 
And  Scorn  of  every  Beaft  that  haunts  the  Wood. 
With  mighty  Stride  he  travelled  to  and  fro. 
And  as  he  mov'd  his  Size  was  ftill  incrcas'd, 

-    -  Till 
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Till  his  wide  Branches  reached  above  the  Trees, 
And  his  extended  Trunk  acrofs  the  Plain. 
The  other  Beads  beheld  with  wild  Amaze, 
Stood  trembling  round,  nor  dare  they  to  approach 
Till  the  fierce  Tyger  yell'd  the  loud  Alarm, 
When  Bears,  Cats,  Wolves,  Panthers,  and  Porcupines, 
And  other  Beafts  of  Prey,  with  Force  united 
And  favage  Rage,  attack*d  the  common  Foe. 
But  as  the  hulking  Bull,  when  Summer  Flies, 
With  keeneft  Sting  difturb  the  grazing  Herd, 
Stands  carelefs  in  fome  fhady  cool  Retreat, 
And  from  his  Sides  fweeps  the  invenom'd  Mites, 
Gr  fhakes  them  with  a  Stamp  into  the  Duft  •, 
So  he  unmov'd  amidft  their  Clamours  flood. 
Trampled  and  fpurn'd  them  with  his  Hoofs  and  HornS* 
Till  all  difpers'd  in  wild  Diforder  fled. 
And  kk  him  Mailer  of  th*  extended  Plain. 

T^nefco.  This  Dream  no  doubt  is  full  of  fome  great 
Meaning, 
And  in  it  bears  the  Fate  of  your  Defign, 
But  whether  good  or  ill,  to  me's  a  Secret. 

Philip.  It  ne*er  was  counted  ill  to  dream  of  Elks, 
But  always  thought  portentous  of  Succefs, 
Of  happy  Life,  and  Vi6lories  in  War, 
Or  Fortune  good  when  we  attempt  the  Chace. 

Chekitan.  Such  is  the  common  Say  ;  but  here  the 
Size 
And  all  the  Circumftances  are  uncommon. 
And  therefore  can  contain  no  common  Meaning: . 
I  fear  thefe  Things  portend  no  Good  to  us, 
That  Mifchiefs  lurk  like  Serpents  in  the  Grafs, 
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Whofe  pois'nous  deadly  Bite  precedes  all  Warning.. 
That  this  Defign  will  end  in  mighty  Ruin 
To  us  and  ours,  Difcord  among  our  Friends, 
And  Tricimph  to  our  Foes. 

Philip.  A  valiant  Hero  ! 
Thou  always  waft  a  Coward,  and  hated  War, 
And  lov'ft  to  loll  on  the  foft  Lap  of  Peace. 
Thou  art  a  very  Woman  in  thy  Heart, 
And  talk'fl  of  Snakes  and  Bugbears  in  the  Dark, 
Till  all  is  Horror  and  Amaze  about  thee. 
And  even  thy  own  Shadow  makes  thee  tremble. 

Chekitan.  Is  there  no  Courage  in  delib'rate  Wifdom  ? 
Is  all  rank  Cowardice  but  Fire  and  Fury  ? 
Is  it  all  womanifh  to  re-confider 
And  weigh  the  Confequences  of  our  Acftions, 
Before  we  defperately  rufh  upon  them  ? 
Let  me  then  be  the  Coward,  a  mere  Woman, 
Mine  be  the  Praife  of  Coolnefs,  yours  of  Rage. 

Ponteach.  Peace,  Peace,  my  Sons,  nor  let  this  cafual 
Strife 
Divide  your  Hearts  -,  both  mean  the  common  Good  j 
Go  Hand  in  Hand  to  conquer  and  promote  it. 
I'll  to  our  worthy  Dodor  and  the  Prieft, 
Who  for  our  Souls  Salvation  come  from  France  \ 
They  fare  can  folve  the  Myfteries  of  Fate, 
And  all  the  Secrets  of  a  Dream  explain  -, 
Mean  while,  J'enefco^  warn  the  other  Chiefs 
,   That  they  attend  my  Call  within  an  Hour. 

lExeu/ii  Pont.  ^  Tenefco. 

Philip.  My  Warmth  perhaps  has  carried  me  too  hr^ 
But  it's  not  in  me  to  be  cool  and  backward 
To  ad  or  fpeak  when  Kingdoms  are  the  Prize. 

My 
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My  Blood  runs  high  at  the  fweet  Sound  of  Empire, 
Such  as  our  Father's  Plan  enfures  to  us. 
And  I'm  impatient  of  the  Jeaft  Delay. 

Chekiian.Thy  Fire  thou  haft  a  Right  to  ftile  a  Virtuej 
Heat  is  our  Friend  when  kept  within  due  Bounds, 
But  if  unbridled  and  allowed  to  rage, 
It  burns  and  blifters,  torments,  and  confumes, 
And,  Torrent- like,  fweeps  every  Comfort  by. 
Think  if  pur  Father's  Plan  (hould  prove  abortive, 
Our  Troops  repuls'd,  or  in  th*  Encounter  flain. 
Where  are  our  conquer'd  Kingdoms  then  to  fhare, 
"Where  are  our  Vicl'ries,  Trophies,  Triumphs,  Crowns, 
That  dazzle  in  thy  Eye,  and  fwell  thy  Heart ; 
That  nerve  thy  Arm,  and  wing  thy  Feet  to,  War 
With  this  impetuous  Violence  and  Speed  ? 
Creft-fallen  then,  our  native  Empire  loft. 
In  captive  Chains  we  drag  a  wretched  Life, 
Or  fly  inglorious  from  the  conquering  Foe 
To  barren  Mountains  from  this  fertile  Land, 
There  to  repent  our  Folly  when  too  late. 
In  Anguifti  mourn,  and  curfe  our  wretched  Fate. 

;  Philip.  But  why  fo  much  of  Mifchiefs  that  may  happen? 
Thefe  are  mere  Pofl^ibilities  at  moft ; 
Creatures  of  Thought,  which  ne'er  can  be  Objedions, 
In  valiant  Minds,  to  any  great  Attempt  •, 
They're  empty  Echoes  of  a  tim'rous  Soul, 
Like  Bubbles  driv'n  by  the  tempeftuous  Storm, 
The  Breath  of  Refolution  fweeps  them  off^. 
Nor  doft  thou  judge  them  folid  from  thy  Heart, 
I  know  the  fecret  Motive  in  thy  Breaft, 
Thus  to  oppofe  our  Father's  great  Defign, 
And  from  an  Undertaking  to  difluade, 

C  4  In 
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In  w!ilch  thoul't  (hare  the  Profit  and  the  Glory. 

Hendrkky  the  King  of  Mohawks,  hath  a  Daughter, 
With  whom  I  faw  you  dallying  in  the  Shade, 
And  thought  you  then  a  Captive  to  her  Charms. 
The  bright  Morielia  hangs  upon  thy  Heart, 
And  foftens  all  the  PafTions  of  thy  Soul  i 
Her  thou  think'ft  loft  (hould  we  proclaim  a  War, 
In  which  the  King  her  Father  will  not  join. 

Chekitan.  What  if  I  have  a  Value  for  Monelia^ 
Is  it  a  Crime  ?  Does  fhe  not  merit  Love 
From  all  who  fee  her  move,  or  hear  her  fpeak  ? 

Philip.   True,    (he   is  engaging,    has  a  charming 
Air; 
And  if  thy  Love  is  fix'd,  I  will  afTift  it. 
And  put  thee  in  Pofre(rion  of  the  Joy 
That  thou  defireft  more  than  Crowns  and  Empire. 

Chekitan.  As  how,  dear  Philip  ?  Should  we  wage 
a  War 
Which  Hendrick  difapproves,  the  Prize  is  loft. 
Not  Empires  then  could  make  Mondia  mine  ; 
AH  Hopes  are  dafli'd  upon  that  fatal  Rock ; 
Nor  Gold,  nor  Prayers,  nor  Tears,  nor  Promifes, 
Nor  all  the  Engin'ry   of  Love  at  Work, 
Could  fave  a  fingle  Moment  of  my  Joy. 

Philip.  Yes,  I  will  fave  it  all,  and  make  her  thine, 
A6t  but  thy  Part,  and  do  as  I  prefcribe, 
In  Peace  or  War  thou  fhalt  poflefs  the  Prize. 

Chekitan.    Thy  Words  revive  my  half-defpalring 
Heart. 
What  muft  I  ad  ?  or  which  Way  muft  I  turn  ? 
I'll  brave  all  Dangers,  every  111  defy, 

Rifqqe 
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Rifque  Life  itfelf,  to  call  Monelia  mine. 
Help  me,  my  Philip,  and  I'll  be  thy  Slave, 
Refign  my  Share  of  Empire  to  thy  Hand, 
And  lay  a  Claim  to  nothing  but  Monelia. 

Philip.  Rewards  I  do  not  afk ;  I  am  thy  Brother 
And  hold  my  Kindnefs  to  thee  as  a  Debt. 
Thou  know'fl  I  have  engag'd  to  bring  king  Hendrick 
To  join  the  Lifts,  and  fight  againfl:  our  Foes, 
To  roufe  him  to  Revenge,  and  Rage,  and  War, 
And  make  him  zealous  in  the  common  Caufe. 
Nay,  with  uncommon  Fury  he  fliall  rave. 
And  urge  his  Warriors  on  to  Blood  and  Murder, 
When  this  is  done,  Monelia  may  be  thine, 
Uendric^  will  court  Alliance  to  our  Tribe, 
And  joy  to  call  great  PenteacU^  Son  his  own. 

Chekitan.  But  fhould  you  fail   in  thefe  Attempts, 
and  he 
Prove  obftinately  fix*d  againft  the  War, 
Where's  then  Monelia  ?  where  is  Chekitan  ? 
My  Hopes  are  blafted,  all  my  Joys  are  fled. 
Like  the  vain  Phantoms  of  a  Midnight  Dream, 
Are  fcattered  like  the  Duft  before  a  Whirlwind, 
And  all  my  Soul  is  left  a  Void  for  Pain, 
Vexation,  Madneis,  Phrenfy,  and  Defpair, 
And  all  the  Pains  of  difappointed  Love. 
Better  I  ne'er  had  flattered  my  fond  Heart, 
Nor  footh'd  my  Mind  with  Profpedls  of  my  Joy, 
Than  thus  to  perilh  on  the  Point  of  Hope. 

Philip.  Leave  all  to  me  •,  I've  fo  concerted  Matters, 
That  I  defy  ev'n  Fate  to  difappoint  me. 
Exert  thyfelf,  and  to  Monelia  go,  1 

Before 
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Before  th*  aflembled  Chiefs  in  Council  meet  j 
Urge  it  to  her,   and  to  her  Brother  ^oraXy 
That  fliould  their  Father  prove  refradVory, 
Withdraw  himfelf,  and  order  his  Domcfticks 
To  haften  home  at  News  of  our  Defign  ; 
Urge  it,  I  fay,    to  them  ;  Tor  ax  loves  War  \ 
To  linger  here  in  Hopes  of  his  Retarn, 
Which  tell  them  1*11  effedl  eie  twice  the  Sun 
Has  run  the  Circuit  of  his  daily  Race. 
Here  they  may  loiter  carelefs,  range  the  Woods, 
As  tho*  the  Noife  of  War  had  not  been  heard. 
This  will  give  full  Succefs  to  both  our  Wifhes : 
Thoul't  gain  the  Prize  of  Love,  and  I  of  Wrath, 
In  favour  to  our  Family  and  State. 
Thoul'ttame  the  Turtle,  I  (hail  roufe  the  Tyger; 
The  one  v^ijl  foothe  thy  Soul  to  foft  Repofe, 
The  other  prove  a  Terror  to  our  Foes. 

ChehtaTL  I  fee  the  fubtle  Argument  thouMt  ufe. 
And  how  thou'lt  work  upon  the  old  King's  Weak- 

nefs. 
Thoul't  fet  his  ftrong  Affedion  for  his  Children 
At  War  againft  his  Kindnefs  for  our  Foes, 
By  urging  their  Attachment  to  our  Caufe, 
That  they'll  endure  ev'n  Banifhment  and  Death, 
Rather  than  ceafe  to  be  our  ftedfaft  Friends. 

Philip.  All  this  I'll  urge,  nay  more,  I  will  convince 
him, 
Thefe  Foes  to  us  can  be  no  Friends  to  him  ; 
I'll  thunder  in  his  Ears  their  growing  Power, 
Their  Villainies  and  Cheats  upon  his  Subjects  : 
That  their  fair  Shew  of  Love  is  foul  Difguife  ; 
I'hat  in  their  Hearts  they  hate  the  Name  of  Indians^ 

And 
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And  court  his  Friendfhip  only  for  their  Profit ; 
That  when  no  longer  he  fubferves  their  Ends, 
He  may  go  whiftle  up  fome  other  Friends. 

Chekitan.  This  muft  alarm  and  bring  him  to  our 
Mind. 
I'll  haften  to  my  Charge  with  utmoft  Speed, 
Strain  every  Nerve,  and  every  Power  exert ; 
Plead,  promife,  fwear  like  any  Chriftian  Trader ; 
But  I'll  detain  them  till  our  Ends  are  anfwer'd, 
And  you  have  won  their  Father  to  our  Purpofe. 

[Exit. 
Philips  folus. 

Oh  !  what  a  wretched  Thing  is  a  Man  In  Love ! 
All  Fear— all  Hope— all  DiiBdcnce— all  Faiths 
Diftrufts  the  greatefl  Strength,  depends  on  Straws— 
Soften'd,  unprovident,  difarm'd,  unman'd. 
Led  blindfold  ;  every  Power  denies  its  Aid, 
And  every  Pafiion's  but  a  Slave  to  this  ; 
Honour,  Revenge,  Ambition,  Intereft,  all 
Upon  its  Altar  bleed —  Kingdoms  and  Crowns 
Are  flighted  and  contemh'd,  and  all  the  Ties 
Of  Nature  are  diflblv'd  by  this  poor  Paflion  ; 
Once  have  I  felt  its  Poifon  in  my  Heart, 
When  this  fame  Chekitan  a.  Captive  led 
The  fair  Donanta  from  the  Illinois  -, 
I  faw,  admir'd,  and  lov'd  the  charming  Maid, 
And  as  a  Favour  afk'd  her  from  his  Hands, 
But  he  refus'd  and  fold  her  for  a  Slave. 
My  Love  is  dead,  but  my  Refentment  lives. 
And  now's  my  Time  to  let  the  Flame  break  forth. 
For  while  I  pay  this  ancient  Debt  of  Vengeance, 

rii 
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I'll  ferve  my  Country,  and  advance  myfelf. 
He  loves  Monelia — Hendrick  muft  be  won — 
Monelia  and  her  Brother  both  muft  bleed- — 
This  is  my  Vengeance  on  her  Lover's  Head- 
Then  I'll  affirm,  'twas  done  by  Englijhmen — 
And  to  gain  Credit  both  with  Friends  and  Foes, 
I'll  wound  myfelf,  and  fay  that  I  receiv'd  it 
By  ftriving  to  afTift  them  in  the  Combat. 
This  will  roufe  Hendrick\  Wrath,  and  arm  his  Troops 
To  Blood  and  Vengeance  on  the  common  Foe. 
And  further  ftill  my  Profit  may  extend  ; 
My  Brother's  Rage  will  lead  him  into  Danger, 
And,  he  cut  off,  the  Empire's  all  my  own. 
Thus  am  I  fix'd ;  my  Scheme  of  Goodnefs  laid, 
And  I'll  efFed  it,  tho'  thro'  Blood  I  wade, 
To  dcfperate  Wounds  apply  a  defperate  Cure, 
And  to  tall  Strudures  lay  Foundations  fure ; 
To  Fame  and  Empire  hence  my  Courfe  I  bend, 
And  every  Step  1  take  fhall  thither  tend. 

End &f  the  Second  ACT. 


ACT    m. 

SCENE        I. 

JForefi. 
Q\it\C\X.2LV\  feeing  Torax  and  Monelia  coming  towards  them, 

AS  the  the  young  Hunter,  anxious  in  the  Chace, 
With  beating  Heart  and  quivering  Hand  efpies 
The  wilh'd  for  Game,  and  trembles  for  th'  Event, 

So 
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So  I  behold  the  bright  Monelia's  Steps, 

Whom  anxioufly  Iv*e  fought,  approach  this  way — 

What  fhall  I  fay  ?  or  how  fhall  I  accoft  her  ? 

It  is  a  fatal  Minute  to  mi  Hake  in. 

The  Joy  or  Grief  of  Life  depends  upon't ; 

Jt  is  the  important  Crifis  of  my  Fate. 

IVe  thought  a  thoufand  things  to  fay  and  do. 

But  know  not  which  to  fay  or  do  the  firft. 

Shall  I  begin  with  my  old  Tale  of  Love .? 

Or  fhall  I  fhock  her  with  the  News  of  War  ? 

Muft  I  put  on  the  Face  of  Joy  or  Grief? 

Seem  unconcern'd  or  full  of  Doubts  and  Fears  ? 

How  unprepar'd  I  am  for  the  Encounter  ? 

I'd  rather  fland  againft  an  Hoft  of  Foes — 

But  fhe  draws  near,  and  Fate  muft  guide  me  now. 

Enter  Torax  and  Monelia., 

Where  tend  your  Steps  with  fuch  an  Air  of  Joy  ? 

Torax.  To  view  the  Beauties  of  th'  extended  Lake, 
And  on  its  mofTy  Bank  recline  at  Eafe, 
While  we  behold  the  Sports  of  Fifli  and  Fowl, 
Which  in  this  Calm  no  doubt  will  be  diverting. 
And  thefe  are  new  Amufements  to  Monelia, 
She  never  faw  the  Sea  or  Lakes  before. 

Chekitan.  I'm  glad  our  Country's  aught  to  give  fuch 
Pleafure 
To  one  defervedly  fo  welcome  in  it. 

Monelia.  That  I  am  welcome  you  haveoftafllir*dme. 
That  1  deferve  it  you  may  be  miftaken. 
The  outfide  Shew,  the  Form,  the  Drefs,  the  Air, 
That  pleafe  at  firlt  Acquaintance,  oft  deceive  u5, 

And 
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And  prove  more  Mimickers  of  true  Defert, 
Which  always  brrghtens  by  a  further  Trial, 
Appears  more  lovely  asweknow  it  better. 
At  lead  can  never  fuffer  by  Acquaintance. 
Perhaps  then  you  To-morrow  will  defpife 
What  you  efteem  to  Day,  and  call  deferving. 

Ckekitan.  My  Love  to  you,  Mofwlia,  cannot  change. 
Your  Beauty,  like  the  Sun,  for  ever  plcafes. 
And  like  the  Earth,  my  Love  can  never  move. 
Monelia.  The  Earth  itfelf  is  fometimes  known  to 
fhake. 
And  the  bright  Sun  by  Clouds  is  oft  conceal'd. 
And  gloomy  Night  fucceeds  the  Smiles  of  Day  5 
So  Beauty  oft  by  fouleft  Faults  is  veil'd, 
And  after  one  Ihort  Blaze  admir'd  no  more, 
Lofes  its  Luftre,  drops  its  fparkling  Charms, 
The  Lover  fickens,  and  his  P^flion  dies. 
Nay  worfe,  he  hates  what  he  fo  doted  on. 
Time  only  proves  the  Truth  of  Worth  and  Love, 
The  one  may  be  a  Cheat,  the  other  change. 
And  Fears,  and  Jealoufies,  and  mortal  Hate, 
Succeed  the  Sunfhine  of  the  warmeft  Paflion. 

Chekitan.  Have  I   not  vow'd   my  Love  to  you, 
Monelia, 

iAnd  open'd  all  the  Weaknefs  of  my  Heart? 
You  cannot  think  me  falfe  and  infincerc. 
When  I  repeat  my  Vows  to  love  you  ftill  > 

,  Each  time  I  fee  you  move,  or  hear  you  fpeak. 
It  adds  frefli  Fuel  to  the  growing  Flame. 
You're  like  the  rlfmg  Sun,  whofe  Beams  increafe 
As  he  advances  UDward  to  our  View  v 

..*  5       '  We 
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We  gaze  with  growing  Wonder  till  we're  blind. 
And  every  Beauty  fades  and  dies  but  his. 
Thus  (hall  I  always  view  your  growing  Charm  , 
And  every  Day  and  Hour  with  frefli  Delight. 
Witnefs  thou  Sun  and  Moon,  and  Stars  above, 
Witnefs  ye  purling  Streams  and  quivering  Lakes, 
Witnefs  ye  Groves  and  Hills,  and  Springs  and  Plains? 
Witnefs  ye  Shades,  and  the  cool  Fountain,  where 
I  firft  efpied  the  Image  of  her  Charms, 
And  darting  faw  her  on  th'  adjacent  Bank, 
If  I  to  my  Monelia  prove  untrue, 

Monelia,  Hoh  !   now  your  Talk  is  fo  much  like  2 
•Chrifl:ian*s, 
That  I  mull  beexcusM  if  I  diftruft  you. 
And  think  your  fair  Pretences  all  defigning. 
I  once  was  courted  by  a  fpruce  young  Blade, 
A  lac*d  Coat  Captain,  warlike,  aftive,  gay, 
Cockaded  Hat  and  Medal  on  his  Bread, 
And  every  thing  was  clever  but  his  Tongue  ; 
He  fwore  he  lov'd,  O  !  how  he  fwore  he  lov'd, 
Cail'd  on  his  God  and  Stars  to  witnefs  for  him, 
Willi'd  he  might  die,  be  blown  to  Hell  and  damn*dp 
If  ever  he  lov'd  Woman  fo  before  : 
Cali'd  me  his  Princefs,   Charmer,  Angel,  Goddefs, 
Swore  nothing  elie  was  ever  half  fo  pretty. 
So  dear,  fo  fweet,  fo  much  to  pleafe  his  Tafte, 
He.kifs'd,  he  fqueez'd,  and  prefs'd  me  to  his  Bofom, 
Vow'd  nothing  couldabate  his  ardent  PafTion, 
Swore  he  fhould  die,  Ihould  drown,  or  hang  himfelf. 
Could  not  exift  if  I  denied  his  Suit, 
And  laid  a  thoufand  Things  I  cannot  Name : 

My 
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My  fimple  Heart,  made  foft  by  fomuch  Heat>" 
Half  gave  Confenr,  meaning  to  be  his  Bride. 
The  Moment  thus  unguarded,  he  embrac'd, 
And  impudently  aflc'd  to  ftain  my  Virtue. 
With  juft  Difdain  I  pulh'd  him  from  my  Arms, 
And  let  him  know  he'd  kindled  my  Refentmen.t ; 
The  Scene  was  chang'd  from  Sunfliine  to  a  Storm, 
O  !  then  he  curs'd,  and  fwore,  and  damn'd,  and  funk, 
Caird  me  proud  Bitch,  pray'd  Heav'n  to  blaft  my 

Soul, 
Wifli'd  Furies,  Hell,  and  Devils  had  my  Body, 
To  fay  no  more  -,  bid  me  begone  in  Hafte 
Without  the  fmalleft  Mark  of  his  Affedlion. 
This  was  an  Englijhman^  a  Chriftian  Lover. 

Chekitan.  Would  you  compare  an  Indian  Prince  to 
thofe 
Whofc  Trade  it  is  to  cheat,  deceive,  and  flatter  ? 
Who  rarely  fpeak  the  Meaning  of  their  Hearts? 
Whofe  Tongues  are  full  of  Promifes  and  Vows  ? 
Whofe  very  Language  is  a  downright  Lie  ? 
Who  fwear  and  call  on  Gods  when  they  mean  nothing  .^ 
Who  call  it  complaifant,  police  good  Breeding, 
To  fay  Ten  thoufand  things  they  don't  intend. 
And  tell  their  neareft  Friends  the  bafeft  Falfchoods  ? 
I  know  you  cannot  think  me  fo  perverfe. 
Such  Bafenefs  dwells  not  in  an  IndiarCs  Heart, 
And  ril  convince  you  that  I  am  no  Chriftian. 

Monelia.  Then  do  not  fwear,  nor  vow,  nor  pro- 
mife  much, 
An  honefl:  Heart  needs  none  of  this  Parade ; 
Its  Senfe  fteals  fofcly  to  the  liftning  Ear, 

And 
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And  Love,  like  a  rich  Jewel  we  mod  value. 
When  we  ourfelves  by  Chance  efpy  its  Blaze 
And  none  proclaims  where  we  may  find  the  Prize. 
Miftake  rrte  not,  I  don't  impeach  your  Honour, 
Nor  think  you  undefervihg  my  Efteem  ; 
When  our  Hands  join  you  may  repeat  ^our  Love, 
But  fave  thefe  Repetitions  from  the  Tongue. 

Chekitan.  Forgive  me,  if  my  Fondncfs  is  tooprelTing, 
'Tis  Fear,  'tis  arixious  Fear,  that  makes  it  fo. 

Mondia.  What  do  you  fear  ?  have  I  not  laid  enough  ? 
Or  would  you  have  me  fwear  fome  Chriftian  Oath  ^. 

t2hekita?u  No,  but  I  fear  our  Love  will  beoppos'd^ 
Your  Father  will  forbid  our  Flands  to  join. 

Monelia.  I  cannot  think  it  ;  you  are  Ponteach^s  Son, 
Heir  to  an  Errlpire  large  ind  rich  as  his. 

Chekitcin.  True  \  but  your  Father  is  a  Friend    to 
Britons^ 
And  mine  a  Foe,  and  now  is  lix'd  on  War, 
Immediate  War  :  This  Day  the  Chiefs  ademble. 
To  raife  the  Hatcher,  and  to  arm  the  Troops. 

Monelia.  Then  I  muft  leave  your  Realm,  and  bid 
Adieu, 
In  fpite  of  your  fond  PafTion,  or  my  own  ; 
For  1  can  never  difoblige  my  Father, 
Though  by  it  I  were  fureto  gain  an  Empire. 

Chekitcfn.   Then  ChehtarCs  undone,  undone  for  ever, 
tJnlefs  your  Father  by  kind  Fate  is  mov'd 
To  be  our  Friend,  and  join  the  Lifts  with  mine. 

Torax.  Nothing  would  pleafe  me  better ;    I   love 
War, 
And  think  it  time  to  curb  the  EnglijJj  Pride, 

D  And 
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And  give  a  check  to  their  increafing  Power. 
The  Land  is  ravag'd  by  their  numerous  Bands^ 
And  every  Day  they're  growing  more  our  Lords^ 
Chekitan.  Are  you  fincere,  or  do  you  feign  this  Speech? 
Torax.  Indeed  my  Tongue  does  not  bely  my  Heart; 
And  but  my  Father's  wrong-turn'd  Pohcy 
Forbids,  I'd  inftant  join  in  War  with  you. 
And  help  to  fet  new  Limits  to  their  Power. 

Chekitan.    'Tis  plain,    if  ihey   proceed,   nor   you 
nor  I 
Shall  rule  an  Empire,  or  pofTefs  a  Crown, 
Our  Countries  all  will  foon  become  a  Prey 
To  Strangers;  we  perhaps  Hull  be  their  Slaves. 
But  will  your  Father  beconvinc'dof  this  ? 

Torax.  I  doubt  he'll  not.     The  good   old  Man 
efteems 
And  dotes  upon  them  as  moft  worthy  Friends  5 
I've  told  him  often  that  he  cherifh'd  Serpents 
To  bite  his  Children,  and  deftroy  his  Friends. 
But  this  he  calls  the  Folly  of  my  Youth, 
Bids  me  be  filent,  fhew  Refpedb  to  Age, 
Nor  fow  Sedition  in  my  Father's  Empire. 

Chekitan.  Stiflf  as  he  is,  he  yet  may  be  fubdued  5 
And  I've  a  Power  prepar'd  that  will  attack  him. 
Should  he  refufe  his  Aid  to  our  Defign, 
Retire  himfelf,  and  bid  his  Troops  to  follow, 
Yet  Philip  (lands  engag'd  for  his  Return, 
Ere  twice  the  Sun  hath  rif'n  and  bleft  the  Earth. 
Philip  is  eloquent,  and  fo  prepar'd. 
He  cannot  fail  to  bend  him  to  our  Purpofe. 
You  and  Monelia  have  a  Part  to  a(ft  ; 

Tor 
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Xo  linger  here,   fliould  he  in  Hafte  retreat 
Till  Philip  follows  and  employs  his  Force. 
Your  Stay  will  add  new  Life  to  the  Defign, 
And  be  of  mighty  Weight  to  gain  Succels. 

Manelia^  How  fhall  we  tarry  midft  the  Noife  of 
War, 
In  Danger*  of  our  Lives  from  Friends  and  Foes  j 
This  will  be  deem'd  a  Madnefs  by  our  Father, 
And  will  deferve  his  moft  fevere  Rebuke. 

CheYitan.  Myfelf  will  be  a  Sponfor  for  your  Safety  j 
And  fliould  your  Farher  baffle  our  Attempts, 
Condud  you  home  from  all  the  Noife  of  War, 
Where  may  you  long  in  Peace  and  Plenty  fmile. 
While  i  return  to  mourn  niy  haplefs  Fate. 
But  fhould  Succefs  attend  on  Philip's  Purpofe, 
YoDr  Father  will  not  difcommend  your  Stay, 
But  fmiling  give  new  Vigour  to  the  War  ; 
Which  being  ended,  and  our  Foes  fubdu'd, 
The  happy  Fruits  of  Peace  fuccecd  to  all. 
But  we  fliall  tafte  the  greater  Sweets  of  Lov?. 

'Tor ax.  The  Purport  cf  our  St-iy  is  hid  from  me^  • 
But  Philip's  fnbtle,  crafty  as  the  Fox, 

We'll  gi'^^e  full  Scope  to  his  inticing  Art,  ,yf?r' 

And  help  him  what  we  can  to  take  the  Prey. 

Monelia.  In  your  Protetflidn  then  I  truft  myfelf,' 
Nor  will  delay  beyond  th'  appointed  Term, 
Left  anxious  Fears  pofTefs  our  Father's  Heart, 
Or  Mifchiefs  happen  that  incijr  his  Anger. 

Torax.  It  is  agreed  •,  we  now  purfue  our  WaII:  ; 
Mean  time  confult  what  elfe  may  be  of  Ufe, 

D  2  You'f:: 
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You're  pain'd  with  Lovcj  and  I'm  in  Pain  for  Waf^ 

[Blxeunt. 
Chekitan  folus.  The  Game  is  fure — Her  Brother's  oil 

my  Side — 
Her  Brother  and  my  own — My  Force  is  ftrong-^ 
But  could  her  Father  now  be  rous'd  to  War, 
How  fhould  I  triumph  and  dc^fy  even  Fate  ? 
But  Fortune  favours  all  advent*rous  Souls  : 
ril  now  to  Philip  ;  tell  him  my  Succefs, 
And  roufe  up  every  Spark  of  Vigour  in  him  : 
He    will    conceive    frefli    Hopes,    and     be    mortf* 

zealous. 

SCENE        II. 

Ponteach*j  Cabbin. 

Ponteach  an  Indian  Conjurer^  and  French  Prieji, 

Ponteach. 

WELL!   have  you  found  the  Secret  of  my 
Dream, 
By   all   your   Cries,  and    Howls,    and   Sweats,  and 

Prayers  ? 
Or  is  the  Meaning  (till  conceai'd  from  Man, 
And  only  known  to  Genii  and  the  Gods  ? 

Conjurer.  Two  Hours  I've  lain  within  the  fultry 
Stove, 
"While  Floods  of  Sweat  run  trickling  from  my  Skin; 
With  Howls  and  Cries  and  all  the. Force  of  Sound 
Have  I  invok'd  your  Genius  and  my  own, 
Smote  on  my  Bread,  and  beat  againft  my  Head, 
7'o  move  an  Anfwer,  and  the  Secret  learn. 

But 
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But  all  in  vain,  no  Anfwer  can  I  have. 
Till  I  firft  learn  what  fecret  Purpofes 
And  great  Defigns  are  brooding  in  your  Mind. 
Priejl.  At  our  pure  Virgin's  Shrine  I've  bov/d  my 
Knees, 
And  there  in  fervent  Prayer  pour*d  out  my  Soul ; 
Call'd  on  Saint  Peter,  call'd  on  all  the  Saints 
That  know  the  Secrets  both  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 
And  can  reveal  what  Gods  themfelves  can  do  : 
IVe  us'd  the  Arts  of  our  moft  holy  Mother, 
Which  I  receivM  when  I  forfook  the  World, 
And  gave  myfelf  to  Holinefs  and  Heaven i 
But  can't  obtain  the  Secret  of  your  Dream, 
Till  I  firfl  know  the  Secrets  of  your  Heart, 
Or  what  you  hope  or  wifh  to  be  effeded. 
'Tis  on  thefe  Terms  we  learn  the  Will  of  God, 
What  Good  or  III  awaits  on  Kings  or  Kingdoms; 
And  without  this,  St.  Peter's  Self  can't  tell, 
Eutat  a  Dream  like  yours  would  be  confounded. 
Ponteach.  You*re  well  agreed — Our  Gods  are  mucK 
alike — 
And  I  fufpedl  both  Rogues — What !  wont  they  telH 
Should  they  betray  my  Scheme,  the  whole  is  blown. 
And  yet  I  fain  would  know.     I'll  charge  them  firfl. 

lajide^ 
Look  here  •,  if  I  difclofe  a  Secret  to  you,, 
Tell  it  to  none  but  fiient  honell  G.ods ; 
Death  to  you  both,  if  you  reveal  to  Men, 

Both.  We  will,  we  will,  the  Gods  alone  fhall  know, 
'ponteach.  Kno"^  then  that  I  have  fix'd  on  f^^cdy    • 
War, 
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To  drive  thefe  new  Encroachers  frorp  my  Country. 
For  this  I  meant  t'engage  our  feveral  Tribes, 
And  when  our  Foes  are  driven  to  their  Bounds,. 
That  we  may  (land  and  hold  our  Rights  fecure. 
Unite  our  Strength  under  one  common  Head, 
Whom  all  thefe  Petty  Kings  muliown  their  Lord, 
Not  even  Hendrick's  felF  fliall  beexcufed. 
T^his  is  my  Purpofe.     Learn  if  it  fhill  profper. 
Or  will  it  end  in  Infamy  and  Shame  ? 

Conjurer.     Smiting  on  his  Breajl^  groaning^  and  mutr 
teri?ig,   in  his   Cloak   or  Blanket^   falls, 
down  upon  the  Qrcund^  beats  his  Head 
againji  it,  and  pretends  to  lift  en  \  then 
rifes,  and  fays  vjitharumblinghideoiis  Voice  ^ 
Succefs  and  Victory  fhall  attend  your  Arms  ; 
You  are  the  mighty  Elk  that  none  can  conquer. 
And  all  the  Tribes  (hall  own  you  for  their  King. 
Thus,  fay  the  Genii,  does  your  Dream,  intend. 

Prieft.  (looking  up  to  Heaven  in  a  praying  Pcfturefor. 
a  f  nail  Space,  fays) 
Had  I  but  known  you  was  refolv'd  on  War, 
And  War  againil  thofe  Hereticks  the  E'ngUfOy 
I  need  not  to  have  afk'd  a  God  or  Saint 
To  fignify  the  Import  of  your  Dream. 
Your  great  Defign  (hall  have  a  profperous  End, 
*  Fis  by  ihe  Gods  approval,  and  muft  fucceed. 
Angels  and  Saints  are  dancing  now  in  Fleaven  : 
Tour  Enemii  s  are  theirs,  are  hated  by  them, 
And  they'll  protedl  and  help  you  as  their  Champion, 
That  Bght<i  their  B-ittles,  and  defends  their  Caufe* 
Q^\T  great  St   Pt//r  is  himfelf  a  Warrior  j 
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He  drew  his  Sword  agalnfl  fuch  Infidels, 
And  now,  like  him,  you'll  gain  immortal  Honour, 
And  Gods  in  Heaven  and  Saints  on  Earth  will  praifeyou. 
Ponteach.  The  Gods  and  Genii  do  as  you  have  faid. 
rjl  to  the  Chiefs,  and  haften  them  to  Arms. 

[Exeunt  Pont.  ^  Conj. 
Prieji,  folus. 
This,  by  St.  Veter,  goes  as  I  would  have  it. 
The  Conjurer  agreed  with  me  to  pump  him. 
Or  elfe  deny  to  folve  his  dubious  Vifion  : 
But,  that  we've  fo  agreed  in  our  Refponfcs, 
Is  all  mere  Providence,  and  rul'd  by  Heaven, 
To  give  us  further  Credit  with  this  Indian. 
Now  he  is  fix'd — will  wage  immediate  War— » 
This  will  be  joyful  News  in  France  and  RomCy 
That  Vonteach  is  in  Arms,  and  won't  allow 
The  Englijh  to  polTefs  their  new-gain'd  Empire  : 
That  he  has  flain  their  Troops,  deftroy'd  their  Forts, 
Expell'd  them  from  the  Lakes  to  their  old  liimits : 
That  he  prefers  the  French^  and  will  aflift 
To  repoflefs  them  of  this  fertile  Land. 
By  all  the  Saints,  of  this  I'll  make  a  Merit, 
Declare  myfelf  to  be  the  wife  Projector  ; 
This  may  advance  me  towards  St.  Feter*s  Chair, 
And  thefe  blind  Infidels  by  Accident 
May  have  a  Hand  in  making  me  a  Pope- 
But  ftop — Won't  this  defeat  my  other  Purpolc, 
To  gain  the  Mohawk  Princefs  to  my  Widies  ^ 
No — by  the  holy  Virgin,  I'll  furprife  her. 
And  have  one  hearty  Revel  in  her  Charms. 
But  now  I'll  haftcn  to  this  Indian  Council  i 
J  may  do  fomething  there  that's  a-propos.        [Exit. 
P  4  S  C  E  N  ^ 
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SCENE        III. 

jIn  Indian  Senate-houfe. 

Ponteach,  Tenelco,   Philip,   Aftinaco,    Bear,   WoJ]^ 

and  French  Prieji, 

Ponteach. 

AR  E  all  the  Chiefs  and  Warriors  here  afTembled, 
That  we  expedl  to  honour  this  Day's  Council  ?. 

Tencfco.   All  are  conven'd  except  the  Moha-wk  King, 
Who,  *as  we  are  inforin'd,   denies  his  Prefence. 

Philip.  I've  half  fucceeded  with  the  ftubborn  Chief. 
He  will  not  join  in  Council,  but  hath  promifed, 
Till  further  Notice,  not  to  be  our  Foe  : 
Ht'll  fee  how  we  unite,  and  what  Succefs 
Attends  our  Arms  -,  in  fhort,  he  gives  ftrong  Hints 
i'har.  he  will  foon  befriend  the  common  Caufe. 

Ponteach.  Do  what  he  Vyill,  'tis  this  explains  my, 
Meaning  ■.,                     ^taking  up  the  Hatchet., 
You  all  are  well  appris'd  of  my  Defign, 
Which  every  palling  Moment  but  confirms  : 
Nay,  my  Heart's  pain'd  while  I  with-hold  my  Hand 
From  Blood  and  Vengeance  on  our  hated  Foes. 
Tho'  I  fhould  Hand  alone,  1*11  try  my  Power 
'I'o  punilli  their  Encroachments,  Frauds,  and  Pride  j 
YcL  tho'  I  d.e,  it  is  my  Country's  Caufe, 
'■  Tis  betttr  thus  to  die  than  be  defpis'd  ; 
B.nrer  to  die  than  be  a  Slave  to  Cowards, 
Bc-ner  to  die  than  fee   n-,y  Friends  abus'd  ; 
Tlie  Aged  fcorn'd,  the  Young  defpis'd  and  fpurn'd. 
Better  to  die  than  fee  my  Country  ruin\i, 
Myfelf,   my  Sons,   my  Friends  reduc'd   to  Famine, 
|ixpt;ird  from  hence  lo  barren  Rocks  and  Mountains, 
"'   ' ' '"      '  To 
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To  curfe  our  wretched  Fate  and  pine  in  Want ; 
Our  pleafant  Lakes  and  fertile  Lands  ufurp'd 
By  Strangers,  Ravagers,  rapacious  Chriflians. 
Who  is  it  don't  prefer  a  Death  in  War 
To  this  impending  Wretchednefs  and  Shame  ?     .- 
Who  is  it  loves  his  Country,  Friepds,  or  Self, 
And  does  not  feel  Refentment  in  his  Soul  ? 
Who  is  it  fees  their^rowing  Strength  ^nd  Power, 
And  how  we.  wafte  and  fail  by  fwift  Degrees, 
That  does  not  think  it  Time  to  roufe  and  arm, 
And  kill  the  Serpent  ere  we  feel  it  iling. 
And  fall  the  Vi(^ims  of  its  painful  Poifon? 
Oh  !  could  our  Fathers  from  their  Country  fee 
Their  antient  Rights  encroach'd  upon  and  i'ava'>'d. 
And  we  their  Children  flow,  fupine,  and  carele'ls . 
To  keep  ^he  Liberty  and  Land  they  left  us, 
And  tamely  fall  a  Sacrifice  to  Knaves  1 
How  would  their  Bofoms  glow  with  patriot  Shame^ 
To  fee  their  Offspring  fo  unlike  themfelves  ? 
They  dared  all  Dangers  to  defend  their  flights. 
Nor  tamely  bore  an  Infuk  from  a  Foe. 
Their  plain  rough  Souls  v/ere  brave  and  full  of  Fire 
Lovers  of  War,  nor  knew  the  Pain  of  Fear. 
Roufe,  then,  ye  Sons  of  anrient  Heroes,  roufe. 
Put  on  your  Arms,  and  let  us  adt  a  Part 
Worthy  the  Sons  of  fuch  renowned  Chiefs. 
Nor  urge  I  you  to  Dangers  that  I  fhun, 
Or  mean  to  ad  my  Part  by  Words  alone  ; 
This  Hand  Ihall  wield  the  Flatchet  in  the  Caufc, 
Thefe  Feet  purfue  the  frighted  running  Foe, 
This  Body  rufii  in:o  the  hotteft  Battle  j 

There 
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There  fhould  I  fall,  I  fhall  feciire  my  Honour, 
And,  dying,  urge  my   Countrymen  to  Vengeance 
With  more  SucceTs  than  all  the  Force  of  Words^ 
Should  I  furvive,  I'll  (hed  the  foremoft  Tear 
O'er  my  brave  Countrymen  that  chance  to  fall  j 
I'll  be  the  foremoft  to, revenge  their  Blood, 
An4,  while  I  live,  honour  both  them  and  theirs. 
I  add  no  more,  but  wait  to  hear  your  Minds. 

Tenefco.  Tho'  I'm  a  Warrior,  and  delight  in  Arms,, 
Have  oft  with  Pleafare  heard,  the  Sound  of  Battle, 
And  oft  return'd  with  Vidory  and  Triumph  ; 
Yet  I'm  not  fund  to  fight  without  juft  Caufe, 
Qr.fhtd  the  Blood  of  Men  for  my  Diverfion : 
But  I  have  fcen,  with  my  own  Eyes  I've  feen, 
High  Provocanons  from  our  prefent  Foes, 
Their  Pride  and  Infults,  Knavery  and  Frauds, 
Their  large  Encroachments  or\  our  commort  Rights,, 
Which  every  Day  increafe,  are  feen  by  all, 
^nd  grown  fo  common,  they  are  difregarded. 
What  calls  on  us  njore  loudly  for  Revenge, 
Is  their  Contempt  and  Breach  of  public  Faith. 
When  we  complain,  they  fometirnes  promife  fair  i 
When  we  grow  reftlefs.  Treaties  are  propos'd, 
And  Promifes  are  gilded  then  with  Prefents. 
What  is  the  End  ^  Still  the  old  Trade  goes  on  j 
Their  Colonels,  Governors,  and  mighty  Men, 
Chfat,  lye,  and  break  their  folemn.  Promifcs, 
And  take  no  care  to  have   our  Wrongs  rcdrefs'd. 
Their  King  is  diftanr,  would  he  hear  our  Prayers  : 
Still  wc'^ve  no  other  Way  to  come  at  Juftice, 
But  by  our  Arms  to  pun.ifh  Wrong^s  like  chefe*, 
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And  Wrongs  like  thefe  are  national  and  public. 
Concern  us  all,  and  call  for  public  Vengeance. 
And  Wrongs  like  thefe  are  recent  in  our  Minds. 

Philip.  Public  or  private  Wrongs,  no  matter  which. 
J  think  our  Hunters  ought  to  be  reveng'd ; 
Their  Bodies  are  found  torn  by  rav'nous  Beafls, 
But  who  doubts  they  were  kili'd  by  Englifimen? 
Their  Heads  are  fcalp'd,  their  Arms  and  Jewels  gone^ 
And  Beafls  of  Prey  can  have  no  Ufe  for  thefe. 
No,  they  were  murdered,  Qily,  bafely  (hot. 
And  who  that  has  a  Heart  does  not  refent  it  ? 
P  how  I  long  to  rear  thei^  mangled  Limbs  ! 
Yes,  I  could  eat  their  Hearts,  and  drink  their  Blood, 
And  revel  in  their  Torments,  Pains,  and  Tortures ; 
And,  though  I  go  alone,   V\\  feek  Revenge. 

JJlinaco.  This  is    the  Fire  and  Madn^fs  of  your. 
Youth, 
And  mufl:  be  curbM  to  do  your  Country  Service,    -■ 
Fac^s  are  no:  always  what  they  feem  to  be, 
And  this  perhaps  may  be  the  Fault  of  Qne 
Whom  their  Laws  punifli  if  you  once  deted:  him. 
Shall  we  then,  to  revenge  your  Countrymen, 
To  recompence  a  Wrong  by  one  committed, 
Roufe  all  to  Arms,  and  make  a  general  Slaughter?^ 
'Tis  higher  Motives  move  my  Mind  to  War, 
And  make   me  zealous  in  tlie  common  Caufe. 
But  hear  me—- 'Tis  no  Trifte  we're  upon-r- 
\i  we  h;ive  VViIliom,  it  mull:  now  be  ufed  ; 
If  we  have  Numbers,  ihcy  muft  be  united  ; 
It  we  have  Scrength,  it  mufl:  be  all  exerted  j 
if  wi:  have  Courage  it  mull:,  be  inflamed. 
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And  every  Art  and  Stratagem  he  praflis'd : 

We've  more  to  do  than  fright  a  Pigeon  Rooft, 

Or  ftart  a  timorous  FJock  of  running  Deer  ; 

Yes,  we've  a  ftrong,  a  warlike  ilubborn  Foe, 

Unus'd  to  be  repuls'd  and  quit  the  Field,  • 

Nay»  flufii'd  with  Vidories  and  long  Succefs, 

Their  Kumbeis,  Strength,  and  Courage  all  renown'd^ 

'Tis  little  of  them  that  you  fee  or  know. 

I've  fee-n  their  Capital,  their  Troops  and  Stores, 

Their  Ships,  their  Magazines  of  Death  and  Vengeance^, 

And,  vvhat  is  more,  I've  feen  their  potent  King, 

Who  like  a  God  fits  over  all  the  World, 

And  thunders  forth  his  Vengeance  thro'  the  Ea,rth.. 

When  he  is  pleas'd.  Smiles  fit  upon  his  Face, 

And  Gcodnefs  flows  in  Rivers  at  his  Feet ; 

When  he's  provok'd,  'tis  like  a  fiery  Tempeft, 

All's  Terror  and  Amazement  in  his  Prefence, 

And  frighted  Heroes  trembliag  flee  his  Wrath. 

What  then  is  to  be  done  ?   what  may  we  hope  ? 

At  rnoft,  by  fecret,  fly,  and  fubtle  Means 

'l"o  curb  thefe  vagrant  Outcafts  of  his  Subjefls^ 

Secure  our  Countries  from  their  further  Ravage, 

And  make  ourfelves  of  more  Importance  to  them,  • 

Perhaps  procure  a  Peace  to  our  Advantage. 

In  tins  I'll  jom  and  head  my  valiant  Troops, 

Who  will  not  fail  to  a(5t  a  valiant  Part. 

I7jij  Becir.  What  is  the  Greatnels  of  their  King  to, 

l;S? 

What  of  his  Strength  or  Wifdom  ?  Shall  we  fear 
A  Lion  chain'd,  ct  in  another  World  ? 
Or  vvl-at  iivails  his  ficwins;  Goodnefs  to  us .? 


o 
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t)oes  not  the  ravenous  Tyger  feed  her  Youno'  ? 
And  the  fierce  Panther  fawn  upon  his  Mare  ? 
Do  not  the  Wolves  defend    and  help  their  Fellows 
The  poifonous  Serpent  feed  her  hifling  Brood, 
And  open  wide  her  Mouth  for  their  Protection  ? 
So  this  good  King  (hews  Kindnefs  to  his  own, 
And  favours  them,  to  make  a  Prey  cf  others  ; 
But  at  his  Hands  we  may  expedl  no  Favour. 
Look  back,  my  Friends,  to  our  Forefathers  Time^ 
Where  is  their  Country  ?  where  their  pleafant  Haunts  ? 
The  running  Streams  and  (hady  Forefts  v^here  ? 
They  chas'd  the  flying  Game,  and  liv'd  in  Plentr. 
Lo,  thefe  proud  Strangers  now  polTefs  the  Whob  : 
Their  Cities,  Towns,  and  Villages  arifc, 
Forefts  are  fpoil'd,  the  Haunts  of  Game  dedroY'd^ 
And  all  the  Sea  Coafts  made  one  general  Wafl:e  - 
Between  the  Rivers  Torrent-like  they  fweep. 
And  drive  our  Tribes  towards  the  fettingSun, 
They  who  once  liv'd  on  yon  delightful  Plains 
Are  now  no  more,  their  very  Name  is  loft. 
The  Sons  of  potent  Kings^  fubdu'd  and  murdered,- 
Are  Vagrants,  and  unknown  among  their  Neighbour*, 
Where  will  the  Ravage  flop?  the  Ruin  where  ? 
Does  not  the  Torrent  rufh  with  growing  Speed, 
And  hurry  us  to  the  fame  wretched  End  ? 
Let  us  grow  wife  then  by  our  Fathers  Folly, 
Unite  our  Strength,  too  long  it's  been  divided,' 
And  mutual  Fears  and  Jealoufies  obtain'd  : 
This  has  encourag'd  our  encroaching  Fots, 
But  we'll  coF^vincc  them,  once,  we  dare  oppofe  therrf. 
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The  iVolf.  Yet  we  have  Strength  by  which  We  ma^ 
oppofe, 
But  every  Day  this  Strength  decJines  and  fails. 
'Our  great  Forefathers,  ere  thefc  Strangers  came, 
Liv'd  by  the  Chace,  with  Nature's  Gifts  content. 
The  cooling  Fountain  quench'd  their  raging  Thirft. 
Do6lors,  and  Drugs,  and  Med'cines  were  unknowni 
Even  Age  itfelf  was  free  from  Pain  and  Sicknefs. 
Swift  as  the  Wind,  o'er  Rocks  and  Hills  they  chas*^ 
The  flying  Game^  the  bounding  Stiag  outwinded; 
And  tir'd  the  favage  Bear,  and  tam'd  the  Tyger  \ 
At  Evening  feafled  on  the  paft  Day's  Toil, 
Nor  then  fatigu'd  •,  the  merry  Dance  and  Song 
Succeeded  •,  ftill  with  every  rifirig  SUn 
The  Sport  renewM  ;  or  if  fome  daring  Foe 
Provok'd  their  Wrath,  they  bent  the  hoftile  Bowj 
Nor  waited  his  Approachj  but  rudi'd  with  Speed, 
Fearlefs  of  Hunger,  Third,  Fatigue,  or  Death, 
fcut  we  their  foftenM  Sons,  a  puny  Race, 
Are  weak  in  Youth,  fear  Dangers  where  they're  not  \ 
Are  weary'd  with  what  was  to  them  a  Sport, 
Panting  and  breathlefs  in  One  fnort  Hour's  ChaCe  j 
And  every  Effort  of  our  Strength  is  feeble. 
We're  poifon'd  with  the  Infection  of  Our  Foes^ 
Their  very  Looks  and  A6lions  are  infeftious. 
And  in  deep  Silence  fpread  Defti  uftion  round  thein; 
Bethinli  yoiirfelves-whilevany  Strength  remains ;  ; 

bare  to  be  like  your  Fathers,  "brave  arid  ftrong. 
Nor  further  let  the  growing  Poifon  fpread. 
And  would  you  ftop  it,  you  mud  refolve  to  conquer^ 
Deftroy  their  Forts  and  BulwarkSj  burn  their  Towns, 

And 
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And  keep  them  at  a  greater  Diftance  from  us, 
O  'tis  a  Day  I  long  have  wifli'd  to  fee, 
And,  aged  as  I  am,  my  Youth  returns 
To  a6t  with  Vigour  in   fo  good  a  Caufe. 
Yes,  you  (hall  fee  the  old  Wolf  will  hot  fail 
To  head  his  Troops,  and  urge  them  on  to  Battle. 

Ponteack.  Your  Minds  are  all  for  War,  we*Il  not. 
delay  ; 
Nor  doubt  but  others  gladly  will  comply. 
When  they  behold  our  Union  and  Succefs. 

Tenefco.  This  Holy  Pried  has  fomething  to  propofe 
That  may  excite  us  all  to  greater  Zeal. 

Ponteach.  Let  him  be  heard :  'Tis  fomething  from 
his  Gods, 
And  may  import  the  common  Intereft  much. 

Priejl.  {Cemmg  from  one  Side,  ivhere  he  hath  fiooA 

Ifjtening) 
'Tis  not  to  fliew  my  Eloquence  of  Speech, 
Or  drown  your  Senfes  with  unmeaning  Sound, 
That  I  defire  Admittance  to  your  Council ; 
It  is  an  Impulfe  from  the  Gods  that  moves  me. 
That  what  I  fay  will  be  to  your  Advantage* 
Oh  !  With  what  fecret  Pleafure  I  behold 
So  many  wife  and  valiant  Kings  unire^ 
And  in  a  Gaufe  by  Gods  and  Saints  efpous'd. 
Heaven  fmiles  on  your  Defign,  arid  itihall  profper. 
You're  going  to  fight  the  Enemies  of  God  j 
Rebels  and  Traitors  to  the  King  of  Kings ; 
Nay  thofe  who  once  betray 'd  and  kill'd  his  Son, 
Who  came  to  fave  you  Indians  from  Damnation—* 
He  was  an  Indian,  therefore  they  deftroy'd  him  i 
He  rofe  again  and  took  his  flight  to  Heaven  -, 

Bur- 
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But  when  his  Foes  are  (lain  he'll  quick  returni 
And  be  your  kind  Protedor,  Friend,  and  King. 
Be  therefore  brave  and  fight  his  Battles  for  him  •, 
Spare  not  his  Enemies,  where-e'r  you  find  'em  : 
The  more  you  murder  them,  the  more  you  pleafehim; 
Kill  all  you  captivate,  both  old  and  young. 
Mothers  and  Children,  let  them  feel  your  Tortures  j 
He  that  (hall  kill  a  Briton^  merits  Heaven. 
And  Ihould  you  chance  to  fall,  you'll  be  conveyed 
By  flying  Angels  to  your  King  that's  there 
Where  thefe  your  hated  Foes  can  never  come. 
Doubt  you  the  Truth  of  this  my  Declaration  ? 
1  have  a  Witr.efs  here  that  cannot  lye 

[pulling  out  a  burning  Glaj:., 
This  Glafs  ^/as  touch'd  by  your  great  Saviour's  Hand; 
And  after  left  in  holy  Peter^s  Care  ; 
When  I  command,  it  brings  down  Fire  from  Heaven* 
To  witnefs  for  me  that  I  tell  no  Lye 

[^he  Indians  gather  round  a?rd gaze. 
Behold — Great  God,  fend  Fire,  convince  thefe  hdinH 

Kings 
That  I'm  thy  Servant,  and  report  the  Truth , 

[in  a  very  Praying  pcfrure  andfoleVfU:  caniipg  Tont, 
Am  fcnt  to  teach  them  what  they  ought  to  do. 
To  kill  and  fcalp,  to  torture  and  torment 
Thy  murderous  treacherous  Foes  thf  Ivareful  ErgVifo. 

lit  takes  Fire.,  the  Indians  are  amo.^d.  eMdnireat- 
from  it.^ 
Ponteach.  Who  now  can  doubt  the  Juflice  of  our 
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Or  this  Man*s  MifTion  from  the  King  above. 
And  that  we  ought  to  follow  his  Commands  ? 
Afiinaco.  'Tis  wonderful  indeed— It  muft  be  fo— 
^enefco,T\i\%  cannot  be  a  Cheat — Itisfom  Heaven — 
All.  We  areconvinc'd  and  ready  to  obey. 
We  are  impatient  to  revenge  our  King. 

Ponteach,  (Takes  upthebkody  Hatchet  and  Jlourijhes  it 

round) 
Thus  do  I  raife  the  Hatchet  from  the  Ground, 
Sharpen'd  and  bright  may  it  beftain'd  with  Blood, 
And  never  duli'd  nor  rutted  till  we've  conquer'd, 
And  taught  proud  Mglijhmen  to  dread  its  Edge,, 
All.  (Flourijhing  their  Hatchets^  andjlriking  them  upon 

a  Block,) 
Thus  will  we  hew  and  carve  their  mangled  Bodies, 
And  give  them  to  the  Beafts  and  Birds  for  Food.  ' 
Ponteach.  And  thus  our  Names  and  Honours  v;lll 
maintain 
While  Sun  and  Moon,  Ri%^ers  and  Trees  remain ; 
Our  unborn  Children  fhall  rejoice  to  hear 
How  we  their  Fathers  made  the  Englijh  fear. 

r/&^  W  A  R    S  O  N  G. 

^0  the  Tune  of  Over  the  Hills  and  far  away,  fung  by 
Tenefco  the  Head  Warrior.  They  all  join  in  the 
Chorus i  and  dance  while  that  is  finging  in  a  Circle 
round  him  \  and  during  the  Chorus  the  Muftck  plays. 

WHere-e'er  the  Sun  difphys  his  Light, 
Or  Moon  is  feen  to  (hine  by  Night, 
Where-e'er  the  noify  Rivers  flow 
Or  Trees  and  Grafs  and  Herbage  grow. 

Chorus, 
E  Be 
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Be't  known  that  we  this  War  begin 
With  proud  infulting  Englijhmen  ; 
The  Hatchet  we  have  Hfted  high, 

[holding  up  their  Hatchets. 1 
And  them  we'll  conquer  or  we'll  die. 

Chorus, 

The  Edge  is  keen,  the  Blade  is  bright. 
Nothing  faves  them  but  their  Flight  j 
And  then  like  Heroes  we'll  purfue. 
Over  the  Hills  and  Valleys  through. 

Chorus. 
They'll  like  frighted  Women  quake, 
When  they  behold  a  hifling  Snake ; 
Or  like  timorous  Deer  away. 
And  leave  both  Goods  and  Arms  a  Prey. 

Chorus. 

Pain'd  with  Hunger,  Cold,  or  Heat, 
In  Halle  they'll  from  our  Land  retreat; 
While  we'll  employ  ourfcalping  Knives — 

[drawing  and  flouriJJjing  their  fcalping  Knives. 
Take  off  their  Sculls,  and  fpare  their  Lives. 

Chrus. 

Or  in  their  Country  they'll  complain. 
Nor  ever  dare  return  again  ; 
Or  if  they  fliould  they'll  rue  the  Day; 
And  curfe  the  Guide  that  Ihew'd  the  Way. 

Chorus, 


If 
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if  Fortune  fmiles,  we'll  not  be  long 
Ere  we  return  with  Dance  and  Seng, 
But  ah  !  if  we  fliould  chance  to  die, 
Dear  Wives  and  Children  do  not  cry. 

Chorus. 

Our  Friends  will  eafe  your  Grief  and  Woe, 
By  double  Vengeance  on  the  Foe ; 
Will  kill,  and  icalp,  and  Ihed  their  Blood, 
Where-e'er  they  find  them  thro*  the  Wood. 

Chorus, 

No  pointing  Foe  fliall  ever  fay 
'Twas  there  the  vanquifh'd  Indian  lay ; 
Or  boafting  to  his  Friends  relate 
The  Tale  of  our  unhappy  Fate. 

Chorus, 

Let  us  with  Courage  then  away 
To  hunt  and  feize  the  frighted  Prey ; 
Nor  think  of  Children,  Friend,  or  Wife, 
While  there's  an  Englijhman  alive. 

Chorus. 

In  Heat  and  Cold,  thro'  Wet  and  Dry, 
Will  we  purfue,  and  they  fhall  fly 
To  Seas  which  they  a  Refuge  think. 
And  there  in  wretched  Crouds  they'll  fink. 

Chorus.     Exeunt  omnes  ftngbtg. 

The  End  of  the  Third  ACT. 

E  2  ACT 
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ACT     IV. 

SCENE        I. 

The  Border  of  a  Grove. 

Enter  Tenefco  to  Philip  and  Chckitan. 

Temfco. 

THE    Troops    are    all    afTembled,    feme    have 
march'd. 
Perhaps  are  now  engag'd,  and  warm  in  Battle  ; 
The  reft  have  Orders  where  to  bend  their  Courfe. 
Each  Tribe  is  headed  by  a  valiant  Chief, 
Except  the  Bulls  which  fail  to  one  of  you  ; 
The  other  ftays  to  ferve  the  State  at  home. 
Or  back  us,  fhould  our  Forces  prove  too  weak. 

Philip.  The  Bulls  are  brave,  had  they  a  brave  Com- 
mander, 
They'd  puHi  the  Battle  home  with  fure  Succefs. 
rd  chufe  of  all  the  Troops  to  be  their  Leader ; 
For  tho'  rd  neither  Courage,  Skill,  nor  Strength, 
Honour  attends  the  Man  who  heads  the  Brave  i 
Many  are  dubb'd  for  Heroes  in  thefe  Times, 
Who  owe  their   Fame  to  thofe    whom   they   com- 
manded. 

Tenefco.  But  we  (hall  ne'er  fufped  your  Tide  falfe  ; 
Already  you've  confirm'd  your  Fame  and  Courage, 
And  prov'd  your  Skill  and  Strength  as  aCommandero 

Philip.  Still  I'll  endeavour  to  deferve  your  Praife, 
Nor  long  delay  the  Honour  you  propofe. 

Chekitan.  But  this  will,  interfere  with  your  Defign, 
And  oveifets  the  Scheme  of  winning  Hendriek. 

Philip 
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Philip.  Ah  true —  and  kills  your  Hopes  —  This 

Man's  in  Love.  [to  Tenefco. 

Tenefco,  Indeed  I   In  Love  with  whom  ?  King  Hen- 

drick's  Daughter  ? 
Philip.  The  fame;  and  Tve  engag'd  to  win  her 

Father. 
Tenefco.  This  may  induce  him  to  efpoufe  our  Caufe* 
Which  likewife  you  engag*d  (hould  be  effedted. 

Philip.  But  then  I  can't  command  as  was  propos'd 
I  muft  refign  that  Honour  to  this  Lover, 
While  I  conduft  and  form  this  double  Treaty. 

Tenefco.  I  am  content  if  you  but  pleafe  yourfelves 
By  Means  and  Ways  not  hurtful  to  the  Public. 
Chekitan.  Was   not  the  Public  ferv'd,    no  private 
Ends 
Would  tempt  me  to  detain  him  from  the  Field, 
Or  in  his  flead  propofe  myfelf  a  Leader  i 
But  every  Power  I  have  fhall  be  exerted : 
And  if  in  Strength  or  Wifdom  I  fhould  fail, 
I  dare  prefume  you'll  ever  find  me  faithful. 

Tenefco.  I  doubt   it   not —  You*ll  not  delay  your 
Charge  ; 
The  Troops  are  all  impatient  for  the  Brittle. 

[Exeunt  Tenefco  and  Philip. 
Chekitan,  folus. 
This  is  not  to  my  Mind — But  I  mud  do  it — 
If  Philip  heads  the  Troops,  my  Hopes  are  blown— 
I  muft  prepare,  and  leave  the  Event  to  Fate 
And  him — *Tis  fix'd — There  is  no  other  Choice; 
Monelia  I  muft  leave,  and  think  of  Battles—^ 
She  will  be  fafe— But  Oh  the  Chance  of  War^ 

E  3  Perhaps 
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Perhaps  I  fall— and  never  fee  her  more— 
This  (hocks  my  Soul  in  fpite  of  Refolution-^ 
The  bare  Perhaps  is  more  than  Daggers  to  me— ^ 
To  part  for  ever  !  Pd  rather  fland  againll 
Embattled  Troops  than  meet  this  fingle  Thought  5 
A  Thought  in  Poifon  dipp'd  and  pointed  round  •, 

0  how  it  pains  my  doubting  trembling  Htart ! 

1  mufl:  not  harbour  it — My  Word  is  gone — 
My  Honour  calls— and,  what  is  more,  my  Love. 

{_NoiJe  of  Monelia  firiving  behind  the  Scene, 
What  Sound  is  that  ? — It  is  Monelia's  Voice  -, 
And  in  Diftrefs — What  Monfter  gives  her  Pain? 
[Going  towards  the  Sounds  the  Seme  opens  and  difco'Vfn 
the  Priefi  with  her] 

SCENE        II. 

Monelia  and  Priejl. 

WHAT    do  I  fee?    The   holy  Pried  is   with 
her. 
Monelia.  (ftruggling  with  the  Priejf,  and  trying  t9 
difengage  herfelf) 
No,  I  would  fooner  die  than  be  dilhonour'd — 
Cut  my  own  Throat,  or  drown  me  in  the  Lake. 
Priejl.  Do  you  love   Indians  better  than  us  white 

Men  ? 
Mcnelia.  Nay,  (hould  an  Indian  make  the  foul  At- 
tempt, 
Pd  murder  him,  or  kill  my  wretched  Self. 

Priejl.  I  mud,  I  can,  and  will  enjoy  you  now. 
Monelia.  Yo\i  mud!  You  (han't,    you  cruel,  bar- 

barpus  Chriilian, 

Qhekilan. 


ATRAGEDY.  71 

Chekitan.  Hold,  thou  mad  Tyger — What  Attempt 
is  this  ?  [feizing  h'lm. 

Are  you  a  Chriftian  Prieft  ?  What  do  you  here  ? 

{pujhes  him. 
What  was  his  Will,  Monelia?  He  is  dumb. 

Momlia,  May  he  be  dumb  and  blind,  and  fenfelefs 
quite, 
That  has  fuch  brutal  Bafenefs  in  liis  Mind. 
Chekitan.  Bafe,  falfe  Deceiver,  what  could  you  in- 
tend ?  {making  towards  him. 
Momlia.  Oh  I  am  faint — You  have  preferv'd  my 
Honour, 
Which  he,  foul  Chriftian,  thirfted  to  deftroy. 

\Priejl  attempts  to  go. 
Chekitan.  Stay  ;  leave  your  Life  to  expiate  your 
Crime  : 
Your  heated  Blood  fhall  pay  for  your  Prefumption. 
{offering  to  Jlrike  him  with  a  Hatchet. 
Prieji.  Good  Prince,    forbear  your    pious    Hand 
from  Blood  ; 
I  did  not  know  you  was  this  Maiden's  Lover, 
I  took  her  for  a  Stranger,  half  your  Foe. 

Chekitan.  Did  you  not  know  fhe  was  King  Hen- 
drick's  Daughter  ? 
Did  you  not  know  that  (he  was  not  your  Wife  .'* 
Have  you  not  told  us,  holy  Men  like  you 
Are  by  the  Gods  forbid  all  flefhly  Converfe  ? 
Have  you  not  told  us.  Death,  and  Fire,  and  Hell 
Awaited  thofe  who  are  incontinent. 
Or  dare  to  violate  the  Rites  of  Wedlock  ? 
That  your  God's  Mother  liv'd  and  died  a  Virgin, 
E  4  And 
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And  thereby  fet  Example  to  her  Sex  ? 
\yhat  means  all  this  ?  Say  you  fuch  Things  to  us. 
That  you  alone  may  revel  in  thefe  Pleafures  ? 
Priejl.  I  have  a  Difpenlation  from  St.  Peter 
To  quench  the  Fire  of  Love  when  it  grows  painful, 
This  makes  it  innocent  like  Marriage  Vowsi 
And  all  our  holy  Priefts,  and  fiie  herfelf, 
Commits  no  Sin  in  this  Relief  of  Nature : 
For,  being  holy,  there  is  no  Pollution 
Communicated  from  us  as  from  others  ; 
N;5y,   Maids  are  holy  after  we've  enjoy'd  them. 
And,   fliobld  the  Seed  take  Root,  the  Fruit  is  pure. 
Cbekil:in.  Oh  vain   Pretence!    Falfhood,    and  foul 
Deception  ! 
None  but  a  Chriftian  could  devife  fuch  Lies! 
Did  I  not  fear  it  might  provoke  your  Gods, 
Your  Tongue  (hould  never  frame  Deceit  again. 
If  there  are  Gods,  and  fuch  as  you  have  told  us, 
They  mufl:  abhor  ail  Bafenefs  and  Deceir, 
And  will  not  fail  to  punifh  Crimes  like  yours. 
To  them  1  leave  you — But  avoid  my  Prefence, 
Nor  let  me  ever  fee  your  hated  Head, 
Or  hear  your  lying  Tongue  within  this  Country. 
Priejl.  Now  by  S:.  Peter  1  muft  go— He's  raging. 

[^aftde, 
Chekitan.  That  Day  I  do,   by   your  great  dreadful 
God, 
This   Hand  fhall  cleave  your  Head,  and  fpill  your 

Blood, 
Not  all  your  Prayers,  and  Lyes,  and  Saints  fhall  fave 
you. 

j*rieji, 
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Priefi.  I've  got  his  Father's  Secret,  and  will  ufe  it. 
Such  Difappointment  ought  to  be  revcng'd.     [afide, 
Chekitan.  Don't  mutter  here,^  and  conjure  up  your 
Saints, 
I  value  not  their  Curfes,  or  your  Prayers. 

[^Jlepping  towards  the  Priejl  to  hurry  him. 
Prieft.  By   all  the  Saints,  young  Man,  thou  (halt 

repent  it.  [^Exit. 

Monelia.  Bafe,  falfe  Diflembler — Tyger,  Snake,  a 
Chriftian  ! 
I  hate  the  Sight ;  I  fear  the  very  Name. 

0  Prince,  what  has  not  your  kind  Prefence  fav'd  me  ! 
Chekitan.  It  fav'd  to  me  more  than   my  Father's 

Empire  ; 
Far  more  than  Crowns  and  Worlds— It  hv^^  Monelia^ 
The  Hope  of  whom  is  more  than  the  Creation. 
In  this  I  feel  the  Triumphs  of  an  Hero, 
And  glory  more  than  if  I'd  conquer'd  Kingdoms. 
Monelia,  O  I  am  thine,  I'm  more  than  ever  thine  ; 

1  am  your  Captive  now,  your  lawful  Prize  : 
You've  taken  me  in  War,  a  dreadful  War ! 
And  fnatch'd  me  from  the  hungry  Tyger*s  Jaw, 
More  than  my  Life  and  Service  is  your  Due, 
And  had  I  more  I  would  devote  it  to  you. 

Chekitan.  O  my  Monelia !  rich  is  my  Reward, 
Had  I  loft  Life  itfelf  in  the  Encounter ; 
But  ftill  I  fear  that  Fate  will  fnatch  you  from  me, 
Where  is  your  Brother  ?  Why  was  you  alone  ? 
Enter  Torax,  from  liftening  to  their  Difcourfe, 
Tcrax.  Here  am  I :  What  would  you  of  me .? 
Monelia.  Torax! 

rve 
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I've  bten  aiTaulted  by  a  barbarous  Man, 
And  by  mere  Accident  efcap*d  my  Ruin. 

lorax.  What  Foe  is  here  ?    QThe  EngliJJo    are  not 
come  ? 

Monelia,  No :    But  a  Chriftian  lurk'd  within  the 
Grove, 
And  every  Chriftian  is  a  Foe  to  Virtue  ; 
Infidious,  fubtle,  cruel,  bafe,  and  falfe ! 
Like  Snakes,  their  very  Eyes  are  full  of  Poifon ; 
And  where  they  are  nor.  Innocence  is  fafe. 

Tor  ax.  The  holy  Prieft !  Is  he  fo  vile  a  Man  ? 
I  heard  him  mutter  Threat'nings  as  I  paft  him. 

Chekitan.  I   fpar'd  his  guilty  Life,  but  drove  him 
hence, 
On  Pain  of  Death  and  Tortures,  never  more 
To  tread  the  Earth,  or  breathe  the  Air  with  me. 
Be  warn'd  by  this  to  better  tend  your  Charge. 
You  fee  how  Mifchiefs  lye  conceai'd  about  us. 
We  tread  on  Serpents  ere  we  hear  them  hifs. 
And  Tygers  lurk  to  feize  the  incautious  Prey. 
I  muft  this  Hour  lead  forth  my  Troops  to  Battle, 
They're  now  in  Arms,  and  waiting  my  Command. 

Monelia.  What  Safety   (hall  I  have  when  you  are 
gone  ? 
I  muft  not,  cannot,  will  not  longer  tarry. 
Left  other  Chriftians,  or  fome  other  Foe, 
Attempt  my  Ruin. 

Chekitan.  Torax  will  be  your  Guard. 
My  Honour  fuffers,  fhould  I  now  decline  ; 
It  is  my  Country's  Caufev  I've  pawn'd  my  Word, 
Prevented  Pbiii^,  to  make  lure  of  you. 

He 
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He  flays.     *Tis  all  in  favour  to  our  Love  : 
We  muft  at  prefent  pleafc  ourfeJves  with  Hopes. 

Monelia.  Oh !  my  fond  Heart  no  more  conceals  its 
Flame ; 
I  fear,  my  Prince,  I  fear  our  Fates  are  cruel : 
There's  fomething  whifpers  in  my  anxious  Bread, 
That  if  you   go,  I  ne'er  fhall  fee  you  more. 

Chehtan.  Oh !  how  her  Words  unman  and  melt  my 
Soul ! 
As  if  her  Fears  were  Prophecies  of  Fate.         {afide, 
I  will  not  go  and  leave  you  thus  in  Fears; 
I'll  frame  Excufes-^PMzp  fhall  command  — 
I'll  find  fome  other  Means  to  turn  the  King ; 
I'll  venture  Honour,  Fortune,  Life,  and  Love, 
Rather  than  trull  you  from  my  Sight  again. 
For  what  avails  all  that  the  World  can  give? 
If  you're  with-held,  all  other  Gifts  are  Curfes, 
And  Fame  and  Fortune  ferve  to  make  me  wretched. 

Monelia.    Now  you  grow  wild  —  You  mud  no 
think  of  flaying ; 
Our  only  Hope,  you  know,  depends  on  Philip. 
I  will  not  fear,  but  hope  for  his   Succefs, 
And  your  Return  with  Vidlory  and  Triumph, 
That  Love  and  Honour  both  may  crown  our  Joy, 

Chekitan.  Now  this  is  kind  ;  I  am  myfelf  again. 
You  had  unman'd  and  foften'd  all  my  Soul, 
Difarm'd  my  Hand,  and  cowardiz'd  my  Heart ; 
But  now  in  every  Vein  I  feel  an  Hero, 
Defy  the  thickell  Tcmpell  of  the  War: 
Yes,  like  a  Lion  confcious  of  his  Strength, 
Fearlefs  of  Death  I'll  rulh  into  the  Battle  i 
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I'll  fight,  ril  conquer,  triumph  and  return  •, 
Laurels  I'll  gain,  and  lay  them  at  your  Feet. 

Monelia.  May  the  Succefs  attend  you  that  you  wifli! 
May  our  whole  Scheme  of  Happinefs  fucceed  ! 
May  our  next  Meeting  put  an  End  to  Fear, 
And  Fortune  Ihine  upon  us  in  full  Blaze ! 

Chekitan.  May  Fate  preferve  you  as  her   Darling 
Charge ! 
May  all  the  Gods  and  Goddefles,  and  Saints, 
If  confcious  of  our  Love,  turn  your  Protedors  I 
And  the  great  thundering  God  with  Lightning  burn 
Him  that  but  means  to  interrupt  your  Peace. 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE        III. 
Indian  Senate- Houfe. 

Ponteach  and  Philip. 

Ponteach. 
A  Y  you  that  Tor  ax  then  is  fond  of  War  ? 


s 


Philip.  He  is,  and  waits  impatient  my  Return. 
Ponteach.  *Tis  friendly  in  you  thus  to  help  your 
Brother ;  ; 

But  I  fufpcft  his  Courage  in  the  Field  ; 
A  love- Tick  Boy  makes  but  a  cow*rdly  Captain. 
Philip.  His  Love   may  fpur  him  on  with  greater 
Courage ; 
He  thinks  he's  fighting  for  a  double  Prize  ; 
And  but  for  this,  and  Hopes  of  greater  Service 
In  forwarding  the  Treaty  with  iht  Moha'-j;ky 
I  now  had  been  in  Arms  and  warm  in  Battle. 

Ponteach. 
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Fonteach,  I  much  commend  the  Wifdom  of  your 
Stay. 
Prepare  yourfelf,  and  haften  to  his  Qiiarters  ; 
You  cannot  make  th'  Attempt  with  too  much  Speed.- 
Urge  ev'ry  Argument  with  Force  upon  him, 
Urge  my    ftrong  Friendfhip,    urge  your   Brother's 

Love, 
His  Daughter's  Happinefs,  the  common  Good; 
The  general  Senle  of  all  the  Indian  Chiefs, 
The  Bafenefs  of  our  Foes,  our  Hope  of  Conqueft ; 
The  Richnefs  of  the  Plunder  if  we  fpeed  ; 
That  we'll  divide  and  fhare  it  as  he  pleafes ; 
That  our  Succefs  is  certain  if  he  joins  us. 
Urge  thefe,  and  what  befides  to  you  occurs; 
All  cannot  fail,  I  think,  to  change  his  Purpofe. 
Philip.  You*d  think  fo  more  if  you  knew  all  my 
Plan.  \aftde. 

I'm  all  prepar'd  now  I've  receiv'd  your  Orders, 
But  firft  muft  fpeak  t'  his  Children  ere  I  part, 
I  am  to  meet  them  in  the  further  Grove. 

Fonteach.  Hark!  there's  a  Shout — We've  News  of 
fome  Succefs  ; 
It  is  the  Noife  of  Viflory  and  Triumph. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Huzza  '  for  our  brave  Warriors  are  return'd 
Loaded  with  Plunder  and  the  Scalps  of  Chrillians. 

Enter  Warrior. 

Fonteach.  What   have  you    done  ?.   Why   all  this 
Noife  and  Shouting  ? 

ijl  Warrior. 
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ifi  Warrior.  Three  Forts  are  taken,  all  confum*cl 
and  plunder'd; 
The  Englijh  in  them  all  deftroy'd  by  Fire, 
Except  fome  few  efcap'd  to  die  with  Hunger. 

2d  Warrior.  We've  fmoak'd  the  Bear  in  fpite  of  all 
his  Crafr, 
Burnt  up  their  Den,  and  made  them  take  the  Field  : 
The  mighty  Colonel  Cocktim  and  his  Captain 
Have   dull'd    our  Tomhocks ;    here  are  both  their 

Scalps  :  [holding  out  the  'Two  Scalps. 

Their   Heads   are   fplit,    our    Dogs  have   eat  their 
Brains, 
Philip.  If  that  be  all  they've  eat,  the  Hounds  will 

ftarve. 
3  J  Warrior.  Thefe  are  the  Scalps  of  thofc  two  fa- 
mous Cheats 
"Who  bought  our  Furs  for  Rum,  and  fold  us  Water. 

[holding  out  the  Scalps^  which  Ponteach  takes. 
Our  Men  are  loaded  with  their  Furs  again. 
And  other  Plunder  from  the  Villains  Stores. 
-    Ponteach.  All  this  is  brave  !      [to£ing  up  the  Scalps^ 
which  others  catchy  a7id  tofi  and  throw  them  about. 
This  V/ay  we'll  ferve  them  all. 
Philip.  We'll    cover   all   our   Cabbins  with  their 

Scalps : 
Warriors.  We'll  fat  our  Dogs   upon   their  Brains 

and  Blood. 
Ponteach.  Ere  long  we'll  have  their  Governors  ia 

Play: 
Philip.  And  knock  their  grey-wig'd  Scalps  about 
this  Way. 

Ponteach. 
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Ponteach.  The  Game  is  ftarted  -,  Warriors,  hunt 
away, 
Nor  let  them  find  a  Place  to  fliun  your  Hatchets. 
All  Warriors.  We  will :  We  will  foon  lliew  you 

other  Scalps. 
Philip.  Bring  fome  alive  ;  I  long  to  fee  them  dance 
In  Fire  and  Flames,  it  us'd  to  make  them  caper. 
TFarriors.  Such  Sport  enough  you'll  have   before 
v/eVe  done.  [Exeunt, 

Ponteach.  This  ftill  will  help  to  move  the  Mohawk 
King. 
Spare  not  to  make  the  moft  of  our  Succefs. 

Philip.  Trufl:  me  for  that — Hark ;  there's  another 
Shout  i  [  [houting  without. 

A  Shout  for  Prifoners — Now  I  have  my  Sport. 
Ponteach.  It  is  indeed  ;  and  there's  a  Number  too. 

Enter  Warriors. 

We've  broke  the  Barrier,  burnt  their  Magazines, 
Slew  Hundreds  of  them,  and  purfu'd  the  reft 
Quite  to  their  Settlements. 

id  Warrior.  There  we  took 
Their  famous  Hunters  Honnyman  and  Orjbourn ; 
The  laft  is  flain,  this  is  his  bloody  Scalp. 

\toJfing  it  up. 
With  them  we  found  the  Guns  of  our  loft  Hunters, 
And  other  Proofs  that  they're  the  Murderers  ; 
Nay,  Honnyman  confefles  the  bafe  Deed, 
And,  boafting,  fays,  he's  kill'd  a  Score  of  Indians. 

^d  Worrier, 
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^dJVarrior.  This  is  the  bloody  Hunter:  This  his 
"Wife  ;         [leading  them  forward^  pinioned  and 
tied  together. 
With  Two  young  Brats  that  will  be  like  their  Father, 
We  took  them  in  their  Neft,  and  fpoiFd  their  Dreams. 
Philip.  Oh  I  could  eat  their  Hearts,   and  drink 
their  Blood, 
W'ere  they  not  Poifon,  and  unfit  for  Dogs. 
Here,  you  Blood-hunter,  have  you  loft  your  Feeling  ? 
You  Tygrefs  Bitch !  You  Breeder  up  of  Serpents  ! 
[JIapping  Hon ny  man  in  the  Face^  and  kicking  his  Wife. 
Ponteach.  Stop — We  muft  firft  confult  which  Way 
to  torture, 
And  whether  all  fhall  die — We  will  retire. 

Philip,  going. 
Take  care  they  don't  efcape. 
IVarrior.  They're  bound  fecure. 

[Exeunt  Indians;  manent  Prif oners. 

S     C     E    N    E        IV. 

Mrs.  Honnyman. 

OHonnyman^  how  deiperate  is  our  Cafe ! 
There's  not  a  fingle  Hope  of  Mercy  left  : 
How  lavage,  cruel,  bloody  did  they  look  ! 
Rage  and  Revenge  appear'd  in  every  Face, 

Homiyman.  You  may  depend  upon't,  we  all  muft  die. 
I've  made  fuch  Havock,  they'll  have  no  Compaflion  ; 
They  only  wait  to  ftudy  out  new  Torments : 
All  that  can  be  inflided  or  endur'd. 
We  may  exped  from  their  relentlefs  Flands. 
I'hciv  brutal  Eyes  ne'er  flied  a  pitying  Tear ; 

Their 
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Their  favage  Hearts  ne'er  had  a  Thought  of  Mercy  ; 
Their  Bofoms  fwell  with  Rancour  and  Revenge, 
And,  Devil-hke,  delight  in  others  Plagues, 
Love  Torments,  Torture,  Anguifh,  Fire,  and  Pain, 
The  deep-fetch'd  Groan,  the  melancholy  Sigh, 
And  all  the  Terrors  and  Diflrefs  of  Death, 
Thefe  are  their  Mufick,  and  enhance  their  Joy. 
In  Silence  then  fubmit  yourfelf  to  Fate  : 
Make  no  Complaint,  nor  alls:  for  their  CompafTion  5 
This  will  confound  and  half  deflroy  their  Mirth  ; 
Nay,  this  may  put  a  Stop  to  m.any  Tortures, 
To  which  our  Prayers  aiid  Tears  and  Plaints  would 
move  them. 

Mrs.  Hon.  Odrep.dful  Scene  !  Support  me,  mighty 
God, 
To  pafs  the  Terrors  of  this  difmal  Hour, 
All  dark  with  Horrors,  Torments,  Pains,  and  Death  ! 
O  let  me  not  defpair  of  thy  kind  Help ; 
Give  Courage  to  my  wretched  groaning  Fleart  I 

Honnyman.  Tufii,  Silence  !  You'll  be  overheard. 

Mrs.  Hon.  O  my  dear  Hufbandl  *Tis  an  Hour  for 
Prayer, 
An  Infidel  would  pray  in  our  Diflrefs : 
An  Atheifl:  would  believe  there  was  fome  God 
To  pity  Pains  and  Miferies  fo  great. 

Honnyman.  If  there's  a  God,  he  knows  our  fecrec 
Widies; 
This  Noife  can  be  no  Sacrifice  to  him  • 
It  opens  all  the  Springs  of  our  weak  Paffions. 
Befides,  it  will  be  Mirth  to  our  Tormentors  -, 
They'll  laugh,  and  call  this  Cowardice  in  Chriftians, 
And  fay  Religion  makes  us  all  mere  Women. 

F  Mrs, 


82  PONTEACH: 

Mrs.  Hon.  I  will  fupprels  my  Grief  in  Silence  then. 
And  fecretly  implore  the  Aid  of  Heaven. 
Forbid  to  pray  !   O  dreadful  Hour  indeed  !  [■paujtjig-. 
Think  you  they  will  not  fpare  our  dear  fweet  Babes  ? 
Muft  thefe  dear  Innocents  be  put  to  Tortures, 
Or  dafh'd  to  Death,  and  fiiare  our  wretched  Fate  ? 
Muft  this  dear  Babe  that  hangs  upon  my  Breaft 

[Icoking  upon  her  Infant, 
Be  fnitch'd  by  favage  Hands  and  torn  in  Pieces ! 
O  hov/  it  rends  my  Heart!   It  is  too  much  ! 
Tygers  would  kindly  foothe  a  Grief  like  mine  ; 
Unconfcious  Rocks  would  melt,  and  flow  in  Tears 
At  this  lad  Anguifii  of  a  Mother's  Soul. 

[  paufcs,  and  views  her  Child  again. 
Sweet  Innocent !  It  fmiles  at  this  Diftrefs, 
And  fondly  draws  this  final  Comfort  from  me  : 
Dear  Eabe,  no  more :  Dear  Tommy  too  muft  die, 

{locking  at  her  other  Child. 
Oh  my  fweet  Firft-born !  Oh  I'm  overpower'd. 

{patifing. 
Honnyman.  I  had  determin'd  not  to  Hied  a  Tear ; 

[fdLseeping. 
But  you  have  all  unman'd  m^y  Refolution  -, 
You've  call'd  up  all  the  Father  in  my  Soul ; 
Why  have  you  nam'd  my  Children  ?  O  my  Son  !    .. 

[locking  upon  him. 
My  only  Son — My  Image— Orher  Self! 
How  have  I    doted  on  che  charming  Boy, 
And  fondly  plann'd  his  Happinefs  in  Lite  ! 
Now  his  Life  ends  :  Oh  the  Soul-burfting  Thought  1 
Fie  fails  a  Victim  for  his  Father's  Folly. 

Had 
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Had  I  not  kill'd  their  Friends,  they  might  have  fparM^ 
My  Wife,  my  Children,  and  perhaps  myfelf. 
And  this  fad  dreadful  Scene  had  never  happen'd. 
But  'tis  too  late  that  I  perceive  my  Folly  -, 
If  Heaven  forgive,  'tis  all  I  dare  to  hope  for. 

M's.  Hon.  What !   have  you  been  a  ^.^uruerer  In- 
deed ! 
And  kill'd  the  Indians  for  Revenge  and  Plunder?   .' 
I  thought  you  ra(h  to  tempt  their  brutal  Rage^     > 
But  did  not  dream  you  guilty  as  you  faid. 

Honnyman,  I  am  indeed.  .1  murder'd  many  of  them. 
And  thought  it  not  amifs,  but  now  I  fear. 

Mrs.  Hon.  O.fnocking  Thouglu !  Why  have  you 
let  me  know 
Yourfelf  thus  guilty  in  the  Eye  of  Fleaven  ? 
That  I  and  my  dear  Babes  v/ere  by  you  brought 
To  this  Extreme  of  Wretched ncfs  and  W^oe  ? 
Why  have  you  let  me  know  the  folemn  Weight 
Of  horrid  Guilt  that  lies  upon  us  all  ? 
To  have  died  innocent,  and  feen  thefe  Babes 
By  favage  Hands  daih'd  to  immortal  Refc, 
This  had  been  light,  for  this  implies  no  Crime  : 
But  now  we  die  as  guilty  Murderer.% 
Not  favage  India-ns^  but  juft  Heaven's  Vengeance 
Purfues  our  Lives  with  all  t'nefe  Pains  and  Tortures. 
Thii  is  a  Thought  that  points  the  keenefi:  .Siarrcw, 
And  leaves  no  Roonj  for  Anguifh  to  be  height:'n*d. 
Honnyman.  Upbraid  me  not,,  nor  lay  my  Guile  to 
Heart ; 
You  and  thefe  Fruits  of  our  pafi  Morning  L,ove 
Are  innoc^^nt.     I  feel  the  Sm.-.rt  and  Anguifn,    . 
The  Stings  of  Confcience,  and  my  Soul  on  Fire. 

F  2  There's 
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There's  not  a  Hell  more  painful  than  my  Bofom , 
Nor  Torments  for  the  Damn'd  more  keenly  pointed. 
How  could  I  think   to  murder  was  no  Sin  ? 
Oh  my  loft  Neighbour !   I  feduc'd  him  too. 
Now  Death  with  all  its  Terrors  difappears. 
And  all  I  fear's  a  dreadful  Something-after  ; 
My  Mind  forebodes  a  horrid  woful  Scene, 
Where  Guilt  is  chain'd  and  tortur'd  with  Defpair. 
Mrs.   Hon.  The  Mind  opprefs'd  with  Guilt  may 

find  Relief. 
Honn^man.  Oh  could  I   reach  the  pitying  Ear  of 
Heaven, 
And  all  my  Soul  evaporate  in  Sound, 
'Twould  aflc  Forgivenefs!  but  I  fear  too  late  -, 
And  next  I'd  afk  that  you  and  thefe  dear  Babes 
Might  bear  no  Part  in  my  juft  Punifhment. 
Who  knows  but  by  pathetic  Prayers  and  Tears 
Their  favage  Boloms  may  relent  towards  you, 
And  fix  their  Vengeance  where  juft  Heaven  points  it  ? 
I  ftill  will  hope,  and  every  Motive  urge. 
Should  I  fucceed,  and  melt  their  rocky  Hearts, 
I'll  take  it  as  a  Prefage  of  my  Pardon, 
And  die  with  Comfort  when  I  fee  you  live. 

{Death  Halloo  is  heard  without. 
Mrs.  Hon.  Hark !    they   are  coming —  Hear  thati 

dreadful  Halloo. 
Honnyman.  It  is  Death's  folemn  Sentence  to  us  all  j 
rhey  are  refolv'd,  and  all  Intreaty's  vain. 
O  horrid  Scene !  how  fhall  I  afl  my  Part  ? 
Was  it  but  fimple  Death  to  me  alone ! 
But  all  your  Deaths  are  mine,  and  mine  the  Guilt. 

Enttr 
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Enter  Indians,  with  Stakes^  Hatchets^  and  Firebrands. 

O  horrid  Preparation,  more  than  Death  ! 

Ponteach.  Plant  down  the  Stakes,  and  let  them  be 
confin'd  :         [they  loofe  them  from  each  other, 
Firft  kill  the  Tygers,  then  deftroy  their  Whelps. 
Philip.  This  Brat  is  in  our  Way,  I  willdifpatch  it. 
[offering  to  [natch  the  fucking  Infant. 
Mrs.  Hon.  No,  my  dear  Babe  fhall  in  my  Bofom 
die; 
There  is  its  Nourifhment,  and  there  its  End. 

Philip,  Die  both   together  then,   'twill   mend  the 
Sport ; 
Tie  the  other  to  his  Father,  make  a  Pair ; 
Then  each  will  have  a  Confort  in  their  Pains  ; 
Their  fweet  Brats  with  them,  to  increafe  the  Dance. 
[they  are  tied  down  facing  each  other  upon  their 
Knees^  and  their  Backs  to  the  Stakes. 
Warrior.  All  now  is  rtady  ;  they  are  bound  fecure. 
Philip.    Whene'er  you  pleafe,    their  jovial  Dance 

begins.  [to  Ponteach. 

Mrs.  Hon.  O  my  dear  Hufband !  What  a  Sight  is 
this ! 
Could  ever  fabling  Poet  draw  Diftrels 
To  fuch  Perfe6lion  !  Sad  Cataftrophe  ! 
There  are  not  Colours  for  fuch  deep-dyed  Woe, 
Nor  Words  exprefllve  of  fuch  heighten'd  Anguilh. 
Ourfelves,  our  Babes,  O  cruel,  cruel  Fate! 
This,  this  is  Death  indeed  with  all  its  Terrors. 

Honnyman.  Is  there  no  fecret  Pity  in  your  Minds  ^ 
Can  you  not  feel  fome  tender  Paffion  move. 
When  you  behold  the  Innocent  diltrefs'd  ? 

F  3  True 
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True,  I  am  guilty,  and  will  bear  your  Tortures : 
Take  your  Revenge  by  all  the  Arts  of  Torment ;' 
Invent  new  Torments,  lengthen  out  my  Woe, 
And  let  me  feel  the  keened  Edge  of  Pain : 
But  fpare  this  innocent  afflicted  Woman, 
Thofe  fmiling  Babes  who  never  yet  thought  111, 
They  never  did  nor  ever  will  oficnd  you. 

Philip.  It  cannot  be:  They  are  akin  to  you. 
Well  learnt  to  hunt  and  murder,  kill  and  rob. 

Fcnlecrch.  Vv^'ho  ever  fpar'd  a  Serpent  in  the  Egg  ? 
-Or  left  young  Tygers  quiet  in  their  Den  ? 

Warricr.  Or  cherifiies  young  Vipers  in  his  Bofom  ? 
Fhilip.  Begin,  begirx ;  I'li  lead  the  merry  Dance. 
[offering  at  the  V/cnian  vnth  a  Firebrand. 
Ponteach.  Stop  :  Att   we  not  unwife  to  kill   this 
Woman  ? 
Or  facrifice  her  Children  to  our  Vengeance? 
They  have  not  wrong'd  us;  can't  do  prefent  Mifchief. 
I. know  her  Friends ;  they're  rich  and  powerful, 
And  in  their  Turn  will  take  fevere  Revenge  : 
But  if  we  fpare,  they'll  hold  themfclves  oblig'd, 
And  purchafe  their  Redemption  wich  rich  Prefents. 
Is  not  this  better  than  an  Hour's  Diverfion, 
To  hear  their  Groans,  and  Plaints,  and  piteous  Cries? 
J'Fiirricrs:  Your  Ccunfel's  wife,  and  much  deferves 
ourPraife; 
They  fiiall  be.fpar'd. 

Ponteach.  Untie,  and  take  them  hence  •, 

\thcy_  untie  the  PVoman  and  the  cldcji  Child  from 
Honnyman,    and  retire  a  little  to  confult  his 
Death. 
Wl'^en  the  V/^r  ends  hsr  Friends  fhall  pay  us  for  it. 

Phtlip, 
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PhiUp.  I'd  rather  have  the  Sport  than  all  the  Pay. 
Honnyman.  O  now,  kind  Heaven,   thou  haft  heard 
my  Prayer, 
And  what's  to  follow  I  can  meet  with  Patience. 

Mrs.  Hon.  O  my  dear  Hufband,  could  you  too  be 
freed!  \_weeping. 

Yet  muft  I  fray  and  fuffc-r  Torments  with  you. 
This  feeming  Mercy  is  but  Cruelty  ! 
I  cannot  leave  you  in  this  Sctne  of  Woe, 
'Tis  eafier  far  to  ftay  and  die  together  ! 

Honnyman,  Ah  !  but  regard  our  Chiidrens  Prefer- 
'vation  ;. 
Condud  their  Youth,  and  form  their  Minds  to  Virtue  5 
Nor  let  them  know  their  Father's  wretched  End, 
Left  lawlefs  Vengeance  ftiould  betray  them  too. 

Mrs>  Hen.  If  I  muft  live,  I  muft  retire  from  hence. 
Nor  fee  your  fearful  Agonies  in  Death  ; 
This  would  be  more  than  all  the  Train  of  Torments. 
The  horrid  Sight  would  fink  me  to  the  Duft; 
Thefe  helplefs  Infants  would  become  a  Prey 
To  worfe  than  Beafts,  to  favage,  bloody  Men. 

Honnyman.  Leave   me — They  are  prepar'd,    and 
coming  on — 
Heav'n  fave  you  all !  O  'tis  the  laft  dear  Sight ! 
Mrs.  Hon.  Oh  may  .we  meet  where  Fear  and  Grief 
are  banifli'd ! 
Deareft  of  Men,  adieu — Adieu  till  then. 

[£.y;V,  weeping  with  her  Children, 
Philip.  Bring  Fire  and   Knives,    and, Clubs,    and 
Hutchets  all  5 

F  4  Let 
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Let  the  old  Plunter  feel  the  Smart  of  Pain. 

[they  fall  upon  Honnyman  zvith  various  Inftruments 

of  'Torture. 
Honnyman,  Oh !  this  is  exquifite ! 

[groaning  and  firuggling. 
jft  Warricr.  Hah  !  Does  this  make  you  dance  ? 
2d  Warricr.  This  is  fine  fat  Game  ! 
Philip.  Make  him  caper., 

[Jinking  him  with  a  Cluh^  kicking,  &c. 
Honnyman.  O  ye  eternal  Powers,  that  rule  on  high. 
If  in  your  Minds  be  Senfe  of  human  Woe, 
Hear  my  Complaints,  and  pity  my  Dittrefs ! 

Philip.  Ah  call  upon  your  Gods,  you  faint-heart 

Coward ! 
Honnyman.  Oh   dreadful    Racks  !    When  will  this 
Torment  end  ? 
Oh  for  a  Refpite  from  all  Senfe  of  Pain  ! 
'Tis  come — I  go — You  can — no  more  torment  \dies, 
Philip.  He's  dead ;  he'll  hunt  no  more  •,  h*  as  done 
with  Game. 
[Jtriking  the  dead  Body.,  and /pitting  in  the  Face. 
Ponteach.  Drive  hence  his  wretched  Spirit,  left  it 
plague  us  ; 
Let  him  go  hunt  the  Woods ;  he's  now  difarm'd. 
[They  run  round  hrujhing  the  Walh^  &c.  to  dijlodge 

the  Spirit. 
JU.  Out,  Hunters,  out,  your  Bufinefs  here  is  done. 
Out  to  the  Wilds,  but  do  not  take  your  Gun. 

Ponteach,  {to  the  Spirit) 
Go,  tell  our  Countrymen,  whofe  Blood  you  fhed, 
That  the  great  Hunter  Honnyman  is  dead  : 

'  ^     ■  That 
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That  we're  alive,  we'll  make  the  Englifh  know. 
Whene'er  they  dare  to  ferve  us  Indians  fo  : 
This  will  be  joyful  News  to  Friends  from  France^ 
We'll  join  the  Chorus  then,  and  have  a  Dance. 
[Exeunt  omnes^  dancings  andjinging  the  '^wo  lafi  Lines, 

End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 
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SCENE        I. 

%he  Border  of  a  Grove,  in  zvhich  Monelia  and  Tor^ 
ere  aflee-p. 

Enter  Philip,  fpeaking  to  himfelf 

AS  a  dark  Tempeft  brewing  in  the  Air, 
For  many  Days  hides  Sun  and  Moon,  and  Stars, 
At  length  grown  ripe,  burfts  forth  and  forms  a  Flood 
That  frights  both  Men  and  Beads,  and  drowns  the 

Land  •, 
So  my  dark  Purpofe  now  muft  have  its  Birth, 
Long  nourifh'd  in  my  Bofom,  'tis  matur'd. 
And  ready  to  aftonilh  and  embroil 
Kings  and  their  Kingdoms,  and  decide  their  Fates. 
Are  they  not  here  ?  Have  I  delay'd  too  long  ? 

[he  efpies  them  cjleep. 
Yes,  in  a  Pofture  too  beyond  my  Hopes, 
Aflcep  !  This  is  the  Providence  of  Fate, 
And  proves  fhe  patronizes  my  Defign, 

And 
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And  rJI  (hew  her  that  Phil/p  is  no  Cowiird, 

\_taking  up  h:s  Hatchet  in  one  Eand^  and  Scalping  Knife 
in  the  other ^  towards  them. 
A  Moment  now  is  more  than  Years  to  come : 
Intrepid  as  I  am,  the  Vvork  is  (hocking. 

IJje  retreats  from  them. 
Is  it  their  Innocence  that  fhakes  my  Purpofc  ? 
No :  I  can  tear  the  Suckling  from  the  Bread, 
And  drink  their  Blood  who  never  knew  a  Crime. 
Is  it  becaufe  my  Brother's  Charmer  dies  ? 
That  cannot  be,  for  that  is  my  Revenge. 
Is  it  becaufe  Monelia  is  a  Woman  ? 
I've  long  been"  blind  and  d;:^af  co  their  Enchantments* 
Is  it  becaufe  I  take  them  thus  unguarded  ? 
No ;  though  1  ad  the  Cov^^ard,  it's  a  Secret. 
What  is  it  fhakes  my  firm  and  fix'd  Refolve  ? 
'Tis  childifh  We;,knefs :  I'll  not  be  unman'd. 

\approaches  and  retreats  again. 
There's  fomething  awful  in  the  Face  of  Princes, 
And  he  that  fheds  their  Blood,  affaults  the  Gods  ; 
But  I'm  a  Prince,  and  'tis  by  me  they  die  ; 

{advances  arm'd  as  before. 
Each  Hand  contains  the  Fate  of  future  Kings, 
And,  were  they  Gods,  I  would  not  balk  my  Purpofe- 
\_fials  Monelia  with  the  Knife. 
'Torax.  Hah,  Philips  are  you    come  ?    What  can 
you  mean  ?  [Torax /-^r/j  and  cries  cut. 

Philip.  Go  learn  my  Meaning  in  the   World  of 
Spirits  -,  [knocks  him  down  with  his  Hatchet,  &;c. 
'Tis  now  too  late  to  make  a  Qiieftion  of  it. 
The  Play  is  ended  {looking  upon  the  Bodies)  now  fuc- 
ceeds  the  Farce. 

Hullo! 
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Hullo  I  Help  I  Hafte  1  the  Enemy  is  here. 

{^calling  at  one  of  the  Doors,  and  returning. 
Help  is  at  hand — But  I  mun:  firft  be  wounded  : 

[wounds  himfelf. 
Now  let  the  Gods  themfclves  deted  the  Fraud. 

Enter  an  Indian. 

What  means  your  Cry  ?  Is  any  Mifchief  here  ? 
Philip.    Sehv>]d   this   flowing  Blood;    a    defperate 
Wound.!  \_Jheiving  his  Wound. 

And  theic's  a  Deed  that  fhakes  the  Root  of  Empires. 

[  pointing  to  the  Bodies, 
id  Ind.  O  fatal  Sight !  the  Mohawk  Prince  is  mur- 

der'd. 
3J  Ind.  The  Princefs  too  is  weltering  in  her  Blood. 
Philip.    Both,    both    are   gone  y    'tis  well  that   J 
efcap'd. 

Enter  Ponteach. 

Wh:it  means  this  Cutciy,  Noife,  and  Tumult  here  ? 

Philip.  O  lee,  my  Father  I  fee  the  Blood  of  Princes, 
A  Sight  that  might  provoke  the  Gods  to  weep. 
And  drown  the  Country  in  a  Flood  of  Tears. 
Great  was  my  Hafte,  but  could  not  ftop  the  Deed  •» 
I  rufh'd  among  their  Numbers  for  Revenge  , 
They  frighted  fled  ;  there  1  receiv'd  this  Wound. 

[JJjewing  his  JVoimd  to  Ponteach, 
Ponteach.   Who,  what  were  they  ?   or  where   did 

they  efcape  ■* 
Philip.  A  Band  of  Englifio  Warriors,  bloody  Dogs! 

This 
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This  Way  they  ran  from  my  vindiflive  Arm, 

[pointing.  Sec. 
Which  but  for  this  bafe  Wound  would  fure  have 

ftopp'd  them. 
Ponteach.  Purfue,  purfue,  with  utmofl  Speed  pur- 

fue,  [to  the  Warrior's  prefent. 

Outfly  the  Wind  till  you  revenge  this  Blood ; 
'Tis  royal  Blood,  we  count  it  as  our  own. 

[Exeunt  JVarriors  in  hafie. 
This  Scene  is  dark,  and  doubtful  the  Event  ; 
Some  great  Decree  of  Fate  depends  upon  it. 
And  mighty  Good  or  111  awaits  Mankind.  ^ 
The  Blood  of  Princes  cannot  flow  in  vain. 
The  Gods  muft  be  in  Council  to  permit  it : 
It  is  the  Harbinger  of  their  Defigns, 
To  change,  new-mould,  and  alter  Things  on  Earth  : 
And  much  I  fear,  'tis  ominous  of  111 
To  me  and  mine;  it  happen'd  in  my  Kingdom, 
Their  Father's  Rage  will  fwell  into  a  Torrent — 
They  were  my  Guefts — His  Wrath  will  centre  here  ; 
Our  guilty  Land  hath  drunk  his  Children's  Blood, 

Philip.  Had  I  not  ktn  the  flying  Murderers, 
Myfelf  been  wounded  to  revenge  their  Crime, 
Had  you  not  haften'd  to  purfue  the  Aflaflins, 
He  might  have  thought  us  treacherous  and  falfe. 
Or  wanting  in  our  hofpitable  Care: 
But  now  it  cannot  but  engage  his  Friendlhip, 
R&ufe  him  to  Arms,  and  with  a  Father's  Rage 
He'll  point  his  Vengeance  where  it  ought  to  fall ; 
And  thus  this  Deed,  though  vile  and  dark  as  Night, 
In  its  Events  will  open  Day  upon  us, 
iVnd  prove  of  great  Advantage  to  our  State. 

Ponteacb^ 
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P&nteach.  Hade  thenj  declare  our  Innocence  and 
Grief; 
Tell  the  old  King  we  mourn  as  for  our  own» 
And  are  determin'd  to  revenge  his  Wrongs  j 
AlTure  him  that  our  Enemies  are  his. 
And  roufe  him  like  a  Tyger  to  the  Prey. 

Philip,  I  will  with  Speed ;  but  firll  this  bleeding 
Wound 
Demands  my  Care,  left  you  lament  me  too. 

[Exit,  to  have  his  Wound  drefs'd. 

Ponteach,  folus. 

Pale  breathlefs  Youths !  Your  Dignity  ftill  lives : 

{viewing  the  Bodies, 
Your  Murderers  were  blind,  or  they'd  have  trembled. 
Nor  dar'd  to  wound  fuch  Majefty  and  Worth ; 
It  would  have  tam'd  the  favage  running  Bear, 
And  made  the  raging  Tyger  fondly  fawn ; 
But  your  more  favage  Murderers  were  Chriftians.' 
Oh  the  diftrefs'd  good  King !  I  feel  for  him. 
And  wifti  to  comfort  his  defponding  Heart ; 
But  your  laft  Rites  require  my  prefent  Care.     \E^it. 
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SCENE        II. 

J'he  Senate-HGufe. 
Ponteach,  Tenefco,  a?id  others. 

Pcnteach. 

LET  all  be  worthy  of  the  roj^al  Dead  ; 
Spare  no  Expence  to  grace  th' unhappy  Scene, 
And  aggrandize,  tlie  folemn  gloqmy  Pomp 
"With  all  our  mournful  melancholy  Rites. 

tenefco.  It  (liall  be  done  \  all  Things  are  now  pre- 
paring. 
Ponteach.  Never  v/ere  Funeral  Rites  beftow'd  more 
jufl ; 
Who  knew  them  living,  mufi:  lament  them  dead ; 
Who  lees  them  dead,  mud  wifli  to  grace  their  Tombs 
With  all  the  fad  Refpcd  of  Grief  and  Tears. 

Tenefco.  The  Mourning  is  as  general  as  the  News  ; 
Grief  fits  on  every  Face,  in  every  Eye, 
And  gloomy  Melancholy  in  Silence  reigns : 
Nothing  is  heard  but  Sighs  and  fad  Complaints, 
As  if  the  Firft-born  of  the  Realm  were  flain.  . 
Ponteach.  Thus  would  I  have  it ;  let  no  Eye  be 
dry, 
No  Heart  unmov'd,  let  every  Bofom  fvvell 
With  Sighs  and  Groans.     What  Shouting  do  I  hear  ? 
\a  Shouting  "jsithout^  repeated  feveral  Times. 
Tenefco.  It  is  the  Shout  of  Warriors  from  the  Battle  ; 
The  Souird  of  Vidory  and  great  Succefs. 

\J:e  gees  to  liflcn  to  it. 

Ponteach^ 
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Ponteach.  Such  is  the  State  of  Men  and  human 
Things ; 
We  weep,  we  fmile,  we  mourn,  and  laugh  thro'  Life, 
Here  falls  a  Blefling,  there  alights  a  Curfe, 
As  the  good  Genius  or  the  evil  reigns. 
It's  right  it  fhould  be  fo.     Should  either  conquer. 
The  World  would  ceafe,  and  Mankind  be  undone 
By  conftant  Frowns  or  Flatteries  from  Fate  ; 
This  conftant  Mixture  makes  the  Potion  fafe. 
And  keeps  the  fickly  Mind  'of  Man  in  Health. 

Enter  Chekitan. 

It  Is  my  Son.     What  has  been  your  Succefs  ? 

Chekitan.  We've  fought  the  Enemy,   broke   thro* 
their  Ranks, 
Slain  many  on  the  Spot,  purfu'd  the  refl 
Till  Night  conceal'd  and  fav'd  them  from  bur  Arms. 
Ponteach.  'Tis  bravely  done,  and  Hiall  be  duely 
honour'd 
With  all  the  Signs  and  Marks  of  public  Joy. 

Chekitan.  What  means  this  Gloom  I  fee  in  every 
Face  ? 
Thefe  fmother'd  Groans  and  flifled  half-drawn  Sighs; 
Does  it  offend  that  I've  return'd  in  Triumph  ? 
Ponteach.  I  fear  to  name — And  yet  it  muft  be  known, 

[ajide. 
Be  not  alann'd,  my  Son,  th?  Laws  of  Fate 
Muft  be  obey'd  :  She  will  not  hear  our  Di^lates. 
I'm  not  a  Stranger  to  your  youthful  PafLon, 
And  fear  the  Difapointment  will  confound  you. 

Chekit^ff 
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Chekitan,  Has  he  not  fped  ?  Has  ill  befel  my  Bro- 
ther ? 
Ponteach,   Yes,    he    is    wounded    but — Monelia*5 
flain. 
And  Torax  both.    Slain  by  the  cowardly  Englijh, 
Who  'fcap*d  your  Brother'swounded  threatning  Arm, 
But  are  purfued  by  fuch  as  will  revenge  it. — 

Chekitan,  Oh  wretched,  wretched,    wretched  Che- 
kitan  I  [ajide. 

Ponteach.  I  know  you're  fhock'd — The  Scene  hath 
Ihock'd  us  all,    . 
And  what  we  could,  we've  done  to  wipe  the  Stain 
From  us,  our  Family,  our  Land  and  State ; 
And  now  prepare  due  Honours  for  the  Dead, 
With  all  the  folemn  Pomp  of  public  Grief,    . 
To  (hew  Refped  as  if  they  were  our  own. 

Chekitan.  Is  this  my  Triumph  after  Vidory  ? 
A  folemn  dreadful  pompous  Shew  : 
Why  have  1  fcap'd  their  Swords  and  liv'd  to  fee  it? 

[afide* ' 
Monelia  dead  !  aught  elfe  I  cou'd  have  borne  : 
I'm  ftupify'd:   I  can't  believe  it  true; 
Shew  me  the  Dead;   I  will  believe  my  Eyes, 
But  cannot  mourn  or  drop  a  Tear  till  then. 

Tenefco,  I  will  conduct  you  to  them — Follow  me— 

[Exeunt  Tenefco  and  Chekitan. 
Ponteach.  This  is  a  fad  Reception  from  a  Conqueft, 
And  puts  an  awful  Gloom  upon  our  Joy  ; 
I  fear  his  Grief  will  over-top  his  Reafon  ; 
A  Lover  weeps  with  more  than  common  Pain. 
Nor  flows  his  greateft  Sorrow  at  his  Eyes : 

His 
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'His  Grief  is  inward,  and  his  Heart  (heds  Tears, 
And  in  his  Soul  he  feels  the  pointed  Woe, 
When  he  beholds  the  lovely  Objed  loft. 
The  deep-felt  Wound  admits  no  fudden  Cure ; 
The  feftering  Humor  will  not  be  difpers'd. 
It  gathers  on  the  Mind,  and  Time  alone. 
That  buries  all  Things,  puts  ah  End  to  this. 

[^Exeunt  omnes» 

SCENE        III. 

the  Grove,  with  the  dead  Bodies  \  Tenefco  pinting 
Chekitan  to  them. 

tenefco. 

THere  lie  the  Bodies,  Prince,  a  wretched  Sight  ? 
Breath  lefs  and  pale. 
Chekitan.  A  wretched  Sight  indeed ; 

[going  towards  them» 
O  my  Monelia  •,  has  thy  Spirit  fled  ? 
Art  thou  no  more  ?  a  bloody  breachlefs  Corpfe  ! 
Am  I  return'd  full  flufn'd  with  Hopes  of  Joy, 
With  all  the  Honours  Vidory  can  give. 
To  fee  thee  thus  ?  Is  this,    is  this  my  Welcome  ?    j 
Is  this  our  Wedduig?  Wilt  thou  not  return  ? 

0  charming  Princefs,  art  thou  gone  for  ever  ? 
Is  this  the  fatal  Period  of  our  Love  ? 

O !  had  I  never  kta  thy  Beauty  bloom, 

1  had  not  now  been  griev'd  to  fee  it  pale  : 
Had  I  not  known  fuch  Excellence  had  liv'd, 
I  (hou'd  not  now  be  curs'd  to  fee  it  dead  : 

Had  not  my  Heart  been  melted  by  thy  Charms, 

G  It 
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It  would  not  now  have  bled  to  fee  them  loft. 

O  wherefore,  wherefore,  wherefore  do  I  live  : 

Monelia  is  not — What's  the  World  to  me  ? 

All  dark  and  gloomy,  horrid,  wafte,  and  void  : 

The  Light  of  the  Creation  is  put  out !  — 

The  BiefTings  of  the  Gods  are  all  withdrawn  ! 

Nothing  remains  but  Wretchednefs  and  Woe  •, 

MoneIia*s  gone  ;  Monelia  is  no  more. 

The    Heavens  are    veil'd    becaufe  fhe  don't  behold 

them  : 
The  Earth  is  curs'd,  for  it  hath  drunk  her  Broody 
The  Air  is  Poilon,  fur  (he  breathes  no  more  : 
Why  fell  I  not  by  the  bale  Briion's  Sword  ? 
Why  prefs'd  I  not  upon  the  fatal  Point  ? 
Then  had  I  never  (ten  this  worfe  than  Death, 
But  dying  laid,  'tis  well — Monelia  lives. 

I'enefco.  Comfort,  my  Prince,  nor  let  your  PafTiori 
fwell 
To  fuch  a  Torrent,  it  overwhelms  your  Reafun, 
And  preys  upon  the  Vitals  of  your  Soul. 
You  do  but  feed  the  Viper  h^  this  View-, 
Retire,  and  drive  the  Image  from  your  Thought^ 
And  Time  will  foon  replace  you  every  Joy, 

Chekitan.  O  niy  Tenefcoy  had  you  ever  feTt 
The  gililed  Sweets,  or  pointed  Pains  of  Love^ 
You'd  not  attempt  to  footh  a  Grief  like  mine. 
Why  did  you  point  me  to  the  painful  Sight  ? 
Why  have  you  fhewn  this  Shipwreck  of  my  Mopes^ 
And  plac'd  me  in  this  beating  Storm  of  Woe. 
Why  was  I  told  of  my  Monelia's  Face  ? 
Why  wa'n'tthe  wretched  Ruifn  all  tonccaJ'd 

Tinder 
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tJnder  fome  fair  Pretence — That  fhe  had  fled — 
Was  made  a  Captive,  or  had  chang*d  her  Love-— 
Why  wa'n't  I  lefc  to  guefs  her  wretched  End  ? 
Or  have  feme  flender  Hope  that  (he  ftill  Jiv'd  ? 
You've  all  been  cruel ;  (he  died  to  torment  rne  ; 
To  raife  my  Pain,  and  blot  out  every  |oy.— 

Tenefco.  I  fear'd  as  much  :  His  Pafiion  makes  him 
wild—  [^aftde. 

I  wifli  it  may  not  end  in  perfefb  Phrenfy. 
-    Chekitan.  Who   were  the  Murderers  ?  Where  did 

they  fly  ? 
Where  was  my  Brother,  not  to  take  Revenge  ? 
Slievv  me  their  Tracks,  I'll  trace  them  round  the  Globe  ^ 
I'll  fly  like  Lightning,  ravage   the  v^hole  Earth- 
Kill  every  thing  I  meet,  or  hear,  or  fee. 
Depopulate  the  World  of  Men  and  Beafi:s, 
ris  aii  too  little  for  that  fingle  Death, 

[pointing  to  Monelia'^  Corpfe. 
ni  tear  the  Earth  that  dar'd  to  drink  her  Blood;     . 
Kill  Trees,  and  Plants,  and  every  fpringing  Flower: 
Nothing  rhall  grow,   nothing  fliall  be  alive, 
Nothing  fhall  move-,  Pll  try  to  (lop  the  Sun, 
And  make  all  dark  and  barren,  dead  and  lad  -, 
From  his  tall  Sphere  down  to  the  loweft  Centre, 
There  Pll  defcend,  and  hide  my  wretched  Self, 
And  reign  fole  Monarch  in  a  World  of  Ruin. 

'J'enefco.  This  is  deep  Madnefs,  it  hath  feizM  Ris 
Brain.  [af:de, 

Cjtkitan.  But  firft  I'll  fnatch  a  piuting  laft  Embrace, 
\}je  touches  and  goes  to  embrace  the  Corpfe. 
i  hou  dear  cold  Clay  !  forgive  the  daring  Touch  j 

G  2  It 
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It  is  thy  Chekitan,  thy  wounded  Lover. 
*Ti$  •,  and  he  haftensto  revenge  thy  Death. 

[Tox2iX  grcans  and  attempts  to /peak. 
I'orax.  Oh,  oh,  I  did  not— Philip— Philip— Oh. 

[Chekitan7?^r/.f. 
Chekitan.  What — did  I  not   hear  a    Groan  ?  and 

P/j/7/pcaird? 
^enefco.  It  was,  it  was,  and  there  is  Motion  too. 

[approaches  Torax,  vcbo  groans  and  [peaks  again. 
'Torax.  Oh  !    Oh  '   Oh  !    Oh  !   Oh  !  >/^/7z>— help* 

Oh!   Oh! 
^enefco.  He    is    alive — We'll  raife  him  from  the 
Ground.  ythey  lift  kirn  up  ^  and /peak  to  him* 

Torie^  are  you  alive  ?  or  are  our  Ears  deceiv'd  .'' 
Torax,  Oh  Philips  do  not — do  not-^— be  fo  cruel. 
Chekitan.  He  is  bewiidei'd,  and  not  yet  himfelf. 
Pour  this  into  his  Lips — it  will  revive  him. 

[they  give  him  fomething. 
Tenefcc,  This  is  a  Joy  unhop'd  tor  in  Diftrefs. 

[Torax  revives  more. 
^orax.  Oh  I  Philip,  Philip!— V^ her t\s  Philip  gone  ? 
Ten'efeo.  The  Murderers  arc  purfued— He  will  go 
Toon. 
And  mow  can  carry  Tidings  of  your  Life. 

Torax.  He  carry  Tidings !   he's  the  Murderer. 
Tenefco.  He  is  notmurder'd;  he  was  (lightly  woundedj 
And  haftens  now  to  fee  the  King  your  Father. 

Torax    He  is  a  falfe,  a  barbarous  bloody  Man, 
A  Murderer,  a  bafe  difguis'd  AfTafTin. 
■  Chekitan.  He  Itill  is  m.iz'd,und  knows  not  whom  he's 
with, 

Torax, 
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^orax.  Yes,  you  are  Chckitan^  and  that's  Mondiry 
[pointing  to. the  Corpfe. 
This  is  Tenefco — Philip  flabb'd  my  Sifter, 
And  ftruck  at  me  i  here  was  the  ftunning  Blow  : 

[pointing  to  his  Head, 
He  took  us  fleeping  in  this  filent  Grove  ; 
There  by  Appointment  from  himfelf  we  waited. 
1  Ikw  him  draw  the  bloody  Knife  from  her, 
And,  ftarting,  afk'd  him.  Why,  or  what  he  meant  ? 
He  anfwered  with  the  Hatchet  on  my  Skull, 
And  doubtlefs  thought  me  dead  and  bound  in  Silence. 
I  am  myfeir,  and  what  I  fay  is  Fadt. 

Tenefco.  The  ^ngli(h  'twas  befet  you  ;   Philip  ran 
For  your  AlTiftance,  and  himfelf  is  wounded. 

Torax.  He  may  be  wounded,  but  he  wounded  me  j 
1^  Engli/hmcin  v^a.^  ihcre^  he  was  alone. 
I  dare  confront  him  with  his  Villainy: 
Depend  upon't,  he*s   treacherous,  falfe,  and  bloody. 
Chekitan.  May  we  believe,  or  is  this  all  a  Dream  I 
Are  we  awake  ?  Is  Torax  yet  alive  P- 
Or  is  it  Juggling,   F.ifcination  all?- 

Tenefco.  'Tis   moft:    furprifmgl   What   to  judge  I 
know  not., 
ril  lead  him  hence  ♦,  perhaps  he's  ftill  confus'd. 

Torax.  I  gladly  will  go  hence  for  fome  Relief^ 
But  fliall  not  change,  from  what  I've  now  aver'd. 
Tenefco.  Then  this  fad  Storm  of  Ruin's  but  begun. 

[ajide. 
^•hilip  muft  fly,  or  next  it  lights  on  him, 

[Exeunt  Tenefco  and  Torax  led  by  him, 

G  \  ChekiiaiU- 
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Chekitan.    And    can    this   be— Can    Philip    be   fa 
falfe  ? 
Dwells  there  fuch  Bafenefs  in  a  Brother's  Hrart  ? 
So  much  Diffim Illation  in  the  Earth  ? 
Is  there  fuch  Perfidy  among  Mankind  ? 
It  fhocks  my  Faith — Rut  yet  it  muft  be  fo — 
Tes^  it  was  he,  Mondia^  (hed  thy  Blood. 
This  made  him  forward  to  commence  our  Friend^ 
And  with  wnufual  Warmth  engage  to  help  us ; 
It  was  for  this  fo  chearfu!  he  r^fign'd 
To  me  the  Honour  of  Command  in  War ; 
The  £;z^///Z>  Troops  would  never  come  fo  near  •, 
The  Wounds  were  not  inflided  by  their  Arms. 
All,  all  confirms  the  Quilt  oi-i  Philip's  Flead, 
Y-ou  died,  Moneliay  by  my  Brother's  Hand  j 
A  Brother  too  intrufled  with  our  Love. 
I'm  ftupify*d  and  fenfelefs  at  the  Thought ; 
My  Head,  my  very  Heart  is  petrify'd. 
This  adds  a  Mountain  to  my  Weight  of  Woe. 
It  now  is  fwell'd  too  high  to  be  lamented  •, 
Complaints,  and  Sighs,  and  Tears  are  thrown  away, 
Ilevenge  is  all  the  Remedy  that's  left ; 
But  what  Revenge  is  equal  to  the  Crime? 
iHis  Life  for  her's  !  An  Atom  for  the  Earth— 
A  Single  Fly — a  Mite  for  the  Creation  : 
Turn  where  I  will  I  find  myfelf  confounded  : 
But  I  muft  feek  and  ftudy  out  new  Means. 
Help  me,  ye  Powers  of  Vengeance  !  grant  your  Aid, 
Ye  that  delight  in  Blood,  and  Death,  and  Pain  I 
Teach  me  the  Arts  of  Cruelty  and  Wrath, 
Till  I  have  Vengeance  equal  to  my  Lc^ve, 
And  rAy  Aff^^/Z^'s  Shade  is  fatisfied.  [Exit.' 

SCENE 
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SCENE        IV. 

Philip  folus. 

HI  S  Grief  no  Doubt  will  rife  into  a  Ragr, 
To  fee  his  Charmer  rolling  in  her  Blood, 
1  chufe  to  fee  him  not  till  my  Return  ; 
By  then  the  Fiercencfs  of  the  Flame  may  ceafe; 
Nay,  he'll  grow  cool,  and  quite  forget  his  Love, 
When  I  report  her  Father's  kindled  Wrath, 
And  all  the  Vengeance  he  intends  to  take. 

[Chekitan  C07nes  in  fight. 
But  this  is  he,  I  cannot  now  avoid  him  ; 
How  fhall  I  footh  his  Grief — He  looks  diftrafted— 
J'm  fuch  a  Stranger  grown  to  Tears  and  Pity, 
I  fear  he  will  not  think  I  fympathize. 

Enter  Chekitan^ 

Chekitan,  Havel  then  found  thee,  thou  falfe  hearted 
Traitor  ? 
Thou  Tyger,  Viper,  Snake,  thou  worfe  than  Chriftian  j 
Blood  thirfty  Butcher,  more  than  Murderer ! 
Thou  every  Thing  but  what  Men  ought  to  lovcl 
Do  you  ftill  live  to  breathe  and  fee  the  Sun  ? 
And  face  me  with  your  favage  guilty  Eye? 

Philip.  I  fear'd,  alas,  you  would  run  mad  and  rave. 
Why  do  you  blame  me  that  1  am  not  dead  ? 
I  rifk'd  my  Life,  was  wounded  for  your  Sake, 
pid  all  I  could  for  your  Moneliah  Safety, 
And  to  revenge  you  on  her  Murderers. 
Ifour  Grief  djftrads  you,  or  you'd  thank  me  for.,*t. 
G  ±  Chekiiair 
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Chekitan.  Would  you  ftill  tempt  my  Rage,  and  fire 
my  Soul, 
Already  bent  to  fpill  your  treacherous  Blood  ? 
You  bafe'  Diflembier !  know  you  are  detefted, 
^orax  ftill  lives,  and  has  difcover'd  all. 

[Philip  ft  arts  and  trembles-, 
P-hilip.  Tcrax  alive  ! — It  cannot  — muft  not  be 

Chekitan.  Well  may  you  fhake — You  cannot  mend 
your  Blow. 
He  lived  to  fee,  what  none  but  you  could  think  of. 
The  bloody  Knife  drawn  from  Momlia\  Breaft.. 
Had  you  a  thoufand  Lives,  they'd  be  too  few  ; 
Had  you  a  Sea  of  Blood,  'twould  be  too  fmall 
To  wafh  away  your  deep-dy'd  Stain  of  Guilt, 
l^ow  you  (hall  diej  and  O  if  there  be  Powers 
That  after  Death  take  Vengeance  on  fuch  Crimes, 
May-  they  purfue  you  with  their  Flames  of  Wrath, 
Till  all  their  Magazines  of  Pain  are  fpent. 

\he  attacks  Philip  with  his  Hatchet. 
Fhilip.  I  muft  defend  myfelf  (^drawing  his  Hatchet} 
•     the  Cafe  is  defperate. 

[Fights,  Philip  falls. 
Fate  is  too  hard  ;  and  I'm  oblig'd  to  yield. 
'Tvvas  well  begun — but  has  a  wretched  End — 
Yet  I'm  reveng'd — She  cannot  live  again. 
You  cannot  boaft  toVe  fhed  more  Blood  than  I — 
Oh  had  I — had  I — ftruck  but  one  Blow  more ! 

[dies, 
Chekitan^ 
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€hekitan.  What  have  I  done  !  this  is  my  Brother*s 
Blood  [ 
A  guilty  MLirderer*s  Blood  !  He  was  no  Brother . 
All  Nature's  Laws  and  Ties  are  h^nce  difTolv'd  ; 
There  is  no  Kindred,  Friendfhip,  Faith,  or  Love 
Among  Mankind — Monelia's  dead — The  World 
Is  all  unhing'd — ^There's  univerfal  War — 
She  was  the  Tie,  the  Centre  of  the  Whole ; 
And  flie  remov'd,  all  is  one  general  Jar. 
Where  next,  Manelia,  (hall  I  bend  my  Arm  ' 
To  heal  this  Difcord,  thisDiforder-ftill, 
And  bri'ng  the  Chaos  Univerfe  to  Form  ? 
Blood  ftill  muft  flow  and  float  the  fcatter'd  Limbs 
Till  thy  much  injur'd  love  in  Peace  fubfides. 
Then  evfery  jarring  Difcord  once  will  ceafe. 
And  a  new  World  from  thefe  rude  Ruins  rife.  ■ 

[paiffeSf, 
Here  then  I  point  the  Edge,  from  hence  fhall  flow 

■  [pointing  bis  Knife  to  his  Heart. 
The  raging  crimfon  Flood,  this  is  the  Fountain 
Whofe  fwift  Day's  Stream  fhall  waft  me  to  thy  Arms^ 
Lefl:  Philip'^  Ghofl:  fliould  injure  thy  Repofe. 

[Stahs  himfelf, 
I  come,  I  come — Monelia^   now  I  come — 
Philip— dL\NZ^ — She's  mine  in  fpite  of  Death. 


[^dies. 


Enter  Tenefco. 

Oh  \  I'm  too  late,  the  fatal  Work  is  done. 
"^nhappy  Princes  •,  this  your  wretched  End  ; 


Yom-. 
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Your  Country's  Hopes  and  your  fond  Father's  Jo^  ; 

Are  you  no  more  ?  Slain  by  each  other's  Handst 

Qr  what  is  worfe  ;  or  by  the  Air  you  breath'd  ? 

For  all  is  Murder,  Death,  and  Blood  about  us  : 

Nothing  is  fafe  ;  it  is  contagious  all : 

The  Earth,  and  Air,  and  Skies  are  full  of  Treafon  i 

The  Evil  Genius  rules  the  Univerfe, 

And  on  Mankind  rains  Tempefls  of  Deftru6lion. 

Where  will  the  Slaughter  of  the  Species  end  ? 

When  it  begins  with  Kings  and  with  their  Sops, 

A  general  Ruin  threatens  all  below. 

How  will  the- good  King  hear  the  (ad  Repor^. 

I  fe^-  th'  Event  ;  but  as  it  can't  be  hid, 

I'll  bear  it  to  him  in  the  foftefl  Terms, 

And  fummon  every  Power  to  footh  his  Grief, 

And  flack  the  Torrent  of  his  Royal  PafTion. 

SCENE        V, 

Senate  Houfe. 

Pojjteach^  folus, 

THE  Torrent  rifes,  and  the  Tempefl  blows; 
Where  will  this  rough  rude  Storm  of  Ruin  end  ? 
What  crimfon  Floods  are  yet  to  drench  the  Earth? 
What  new-form'd  Mifchiefs  hover  in  the  Air, 
And  point  their  Stings  at  this  devoted  Head  ? 
Has  Fate  exhaufted  all  her  Stores  of  Wrath, 
Or  has  fhe  other  Vengeance  in  referve  ? 
What  can  {>ie  more  ?  My  Sons,  mv  Name  is  gone  5, 
"  •"      "  My 
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My  Hopes  all  blafted,   my  Delights  all  fled  j 

Nothing  remains  but  an  afflifted  King, 

That  might  be  pitied  by  Earth's  greateft  Wretch. 

My  Friends  ;  my  Sons,  ignobly,  bafely  flain, 

Are  more  than  murder'd,  more  than  loft  by  Death. 

Had  they  died  fighting  in  their  Country's  Caufe, 

I  fliould  have  fmil'd  and  gloried  in  their  Fall ; 

Yes,  boafting  that  J  had  luch  Sons  to  lofe, 

1  would  have  rode  in  Triumph  o'er  their  Tomb^. 

But  t(ius  to  die,  the  Martyrs  of  their  Folly, 

Involv'd  in  all  the  complicated  Guilt 

Of  Treafon,  Murder,  Falfhood,  and  Deceit, 

Unbridled  PaiTion,  Cowardice,  Revenge, 

And  every  Thing  that  can  debafe  the  Man, 

And  render  him  the  juft  Contempt  of  all. 

And  fix  the  fouleft  Stafn  of  Infamy, 

Beyond  the  Power  of  Time  to  blot  it  out ; 

This  is  too  much  i  and  my  griev'd  Spirit  finks 

Beneath  the  Weight  of  fuch  gigantic  Woe. 

Ye  that  would  fee  a  piteous  wretched  King, 

Look  on  a  Father  gricv'd  and  cqrs'd  hke  me  ; 

Look  on  a  King  whofe  Sons  have  died  like  mine  ! 

Then  you'll  confcfs  that  thefe  are  dangerous  Name^, 

And  put  it  in  the  Pov/er  of  Fate  to  curfe  us  •, 

It  is  on  fuch  (he  fnews  her  highcft  Spite. 

But  I'm  too  far — 'Tis  not  a  Time  to  grieve 

For  private  LofTes,  when  the  Public  calls. 

Enter  Tenefco,  looking  forroivfuU 

What  are  your  Tidings  ? — I  have  no  more  Sons. 
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fenefco.  But  you  have  Subjedls,  and  regard  theip 
Safety. 
The  treachetoLis  Prieft,  intruded  with  your  Councilst 
Has  publifli'd  all,  and  added  his  own  Falfhoods; 
The  Chiefs  have  all  revolted  from  your  Caufe, 
Patdh*d  up  a  Peace,   and  lend  their  Help  no  morfe. 

Ponteach.  And  is  this  all  ?  we  muft  defend  ourfelveSj 
Supply  the  Place  of  Numbers  with  our  Courage, 
And  learn  to  conquer  with  our  very   Looks  : 
Thi^  is  k  Time  that  tries  the  Truth  of  Valour  ; 
He  (liews  his  Courage  that  dares  ftem  the.Stortn., 
And  hVe  jn  fpite  of  Violence  and  Fate. 
Shall  holy  Pei  hdy  and  feeming  Lyes 
P^droy  our  Purpofe,    fink  us  into  Cowards  ? 

'Taiefco.  May  your  Hopes  profper !  I'll  excite  the 
Troops 
By  ycur  Example  ftill  to  keep  the  Field. 

[Exii. 
Ponteach.  ' Tis  coming  on.  Thus  Wave  fucceeds  ta 
Wave, 
Till  the  Storm*^  fpent,  then  all  fubfides  again—- 
The  Chiefs  revolted  : — My  Defign  betray'd  :^— 
May  he  that  trufts  a  Chriftian  meet  the  fame  ! 
They  have  no  Faith,  no  Honefty,  no  God, 
And  cannot  merit  Confidence  from  Men. 
Were  I  alone  the  boift'rous  Tempeft's  Sport, 
F'd  quickly  move  my  fhatter'd  trembling  Bark,^ 
And  follow  my  departed  Sons  to  Reft. 
But  my  brave  Countrymen,  my  Friends,  rrty  Subjeds,^ 
©jniand  my  Care;  Pll  not  defert  the  Helm, 
.^,or  leave  a  JangVous  Station  in,  Diftrefs  : 

Tea>. 
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Ves,  I  will  live,  in  fpite  of  Fate  I'll  live ; 
Was  I  not  Ponteach,  was  I  not  a  King, 
Such  Giant  Mifchiefs  would  not  gather  round  me. 
And  fiRce  I'm  Ponteach^Xmct  I  am  a  King,  • 
I'll  fhew  myfelf  Superior  to  them  all ; 
I'll  rife  above  this  Hurricane  of  Fate, 
And  file w  my  Courage  to  the  Gods  themfelves. 

Enter  Tenefco,  furprifed  and  paufing, 

\  am  preparM,  be  not  afraid  to  tell  ; 
You  cannot  fpeak  what  Ponteach  dare  not  hear. 
Tenefco.  Our  braved  Troops  are  flain,  the  red  pur- 

fu'd; 

All  is  Diforder,    Tumult,    and  Rebellion^ 
Thofe  that  remain  infill  on  fpeedy  Flightj 
You  rauft  attend  them,  or  be  left  alone 
Unto  the  Fury  of  a  conquering  Foe, 
Nor  will  they  Icng  expedl  your  Royal  Pleafure. 
Ponteach.  Will  they  defert  their  King  in  fuch  an 
Hour, 
When  Pity  might  induce  them  to  prorefl  him  ? 
Kings  like  the  Gods  are  valued  and  ador'd. 
When  Men  expe6t  their  Bounties  in  Return, 
Place  them  in  Want,   deftroy  the  giving  Powers 
All  Sacrifices  and  Regards  will  ceafe. 
Go,  tell  my  Friends  that  I'll  attend  their  Call. 

\rifing.     Exit  TenefcOi  •• 
I  will  not  fear— but  muft  obey  my  Stars  i 

[  looking  round. 
Ye  fertile  Fields  and  glad'iiing  Streams,  adieu  j 

Yc 
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YeFountains  that  havequench'dmy  fcorchingThirrt, 
Ye  Shades  that  hid  the  Sun-beams  from  my  Head, 
Ye  Groves  and  Hills  that  yielded  me  theChace, 
Ye  flow'ry  Meads,  and  Banks,  and  bending  Trees, 
And  thou   proud   Earth,   made  drunk   with  Royal 

Blood, 
I  am  no  more  your  Owner  and  your  King. 
But  witnefs  for  me  to  your  new  bafe  Lords, 
That  my  unconquer'd  Mind  defies  them  ftill  •, 
And  though  I  fly,  *tis  on  the  Wings  ot  Hope. 
Yes,  I  will  hence  where  there's  no  BritiJJj  Foe, 
And  wait  a  Refpite  from  this  Storm  of  Woej 
Beget  more  Sons,  frefh  Troops  colled  and  arm. 
And  other  Schemes  of  futuie  Greatnefs  form  ; 
Britons  may  boaft,  the  Gods  may  have  their  Will, 
Ponteach  I  am,  and  fhall  be  Ponteach  ftill.      [^a-//* 

FINIS. 


From  the  (ie-ntlemanz  Mag^izhu-  for  December,  P^ge  584, 
on  Major  Rogcrs't  Account  of  Aimrica. 

"  This  is  an  Account  very  difi'erent  from  the  Cotnpilsfion* 
*•  which  are  undeitaken  for  Bookfellers,  by  Perfon:- u  holly  un- 
•'  acquainted  with  the  Subjcd,  and  who  generally-  fiave  neither 
"  fufficient  Dilisence  nor  Skill  to  regulate  the  multifarious  Mate- 
**  rials  which  lie  fcatrcrcd  before  them  ■" 

••  The  Work.  Is  concifc^  jecfull;  the  Kr^ow^-g^e  it  contyins  •-, 
••  acquired  with  Plealure,  and  retaia?d  wi'li  J'-jfc,  b;  fhe  Hi-gu^ 
••  larity  of  the  Method,  and  Pvrfp'cuity  of  ihr  S,'l-.  .'v;l-/* 
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